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THOMAS HARDY 


Y 


« 


Thosi^ wlio from B^roa^s dU^m diat Keajjf 

was oat by an attidie ua^aally {tdd diat 

no author was over UBed Jfjr *y€t &ere 


seems' little dotd>|^ 
Hardy the aovdlsiK^ 


Thoxtti^ 

bar oaty^ Consolation ss thit 


from ^ ashes of the novelist, phmnijc^MkO, rose 


Thomas Hardy fhe po^t. 

As a nove&t, Ib^dy began imd finished his 
career hi the days of tsOt ^ugh he \m 

only been asserting himself as a poetsinee then, h^ 
earhest yerae was writer in the sixties ; his firs 
collection of poetry,"the “ Wessex Poems s^pearef 

in 1898, and his second in the dosing year of 
Queen% reign. These ^'iEacts ^odtd give us pans 
when are dsspose^^ tg^i^ t^n at Victorian 
kteratife. Even the aCribs among us is 

constCMed to grant the ^greatness of diis living 
Victomi, so if we insist that thC^ Victorians are 


over-rated we imply some disparagement of their 
succ^ors, who have admittedly ^rodficed* no 
no^^ists that rank so high as jHardy few poets^ 
tf diat rank higher. 
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Bom at Upper Rockhampton, a village near 
Dorchester, on the •2nd June, 1840, Mr. Hardy 
passed his childhood and yqpth amid the scenes and 
people that were,* in due season, to serve as material 
for his stones and poems At seventeen a natural 
bent drew him to choose architecture as a profession, 
^d he studied first under an ecclesiastical architect 
in *Darchester, then, three years later, in London, 
undfer Sir*Arthur Blomfield, proving his efficiency by 
winning the Tite prize for architectural design, and 
the Institute of British Architects’ prize and medal 
for an essay on Coloured Brick and Terra Cotta 
Architecture 

But he was already finding himself and reahzing 
that the work he was born to do was not such as 
could be materialized in brick and stone. He had 
been writing verse in his leisure and, in his twenties, 
“ practised the writing of poetry ” for five years 
with characteristic thoroughness ; but, recogmsing 
perhaps that it was not to be taken seriously as a 
means of livelihood, he presently abandoned that 
art, to resume It triumphantly when he was neanng 
sixty. 

His first published prose was a light, humorous 
sketch of How I Built Myself a House ”, which 
app^red in Chamber*s Journal for March, 1865. 
In 1871 came his first novel, Desperate Remedies 
a story more of plot and sensation than of charactett 
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which met with no particular success. Next 
however, Thomas Hardy entered into his kingdom 
with that “ rural painting of the Dutch school,*’ 
Under the Greenwood Tree ”, a delightful, realistic 
prose pastoral that has more of charm and tenderness 
than any other of his tales, except “ The Trumpet 
Major *\ The cntics recognised its quality ^n(f, 
without making a noise, it found favour with the 
pubhc. What we now know as the distinctive 
Hardy touch is in its sketches of country life 
and subtle revelations of rural character, in its 
deliberate precision of style, its naked •realism, its 
humour and quiet irony , and if the realism was to 
grow sterner, as he went on, the irony to be edged 
with bitterness, his large toleration of human error, 
his pity of human weakness, were to broaden and 
deepen with the passing of the years 

It is said that Frederick Greenwood, then editing 
the Comkilly picked up a copy of “ Under the Green¬ 
wood Tree ” on a railway bookstall and, reading it, 
was moved to commission the author to write him 
a serial, and when “ Far from the Mddding Crowd ” 
appeared anonymously in Comhtll its intimate 
acquaintance with rural England misled the knowing 
ones into ascnbing it to George Eliot—an^ amazing 
deduction, seeing that it has nothing m common 
with George Ehot, either in manner dor design. 

' " A Pair^of Blue Eyes ” had preceded “ Far From 

i 
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the Madding Crowd *\ and “ The Hand of Ethel- 
berta^ followed it, •then, in 1878, came “The 
Return of the Native which, with “ The Mayor 
of Casterbridge ”*and “ The Woodlanders,” stood 
as Hardy’s highest achievements until, in 1891 and 
1896, Tess of the D’Urbervilles ” and ‘‘ Jude the 
6bjcure ” went a flight beyond any that had gone 
before* them and placed him incontestibly with the 
worfd’s greatest novelists 

Soon after Hardy had definitely turned from 
architecture to literature he went back to Wessex, 
where he hved successively at Cranbourne, Stur- 
minster, and Wimborne, until in 1885 he removed 
to Gate, Dorchester, which has been his home 
ever since And through all those years, instead 
of going far afield in search of inspiration, he recre¬ 
ated the ancient realm of the West Saxons and found 
a whole world and all the hopes, ambitions, joys, 
loves, follies, hatreds—all the best and all the worst 
of all humanity within its borders The magic of 
his genius has enriched the hundred and forty 
square miles dF Wessex, which stretches from the 
Bristol Channel across Somerset, Devon, Dorset, 
Wilts and Hampshire to the English Channel, with 
imaginary associations that are as living and^biding, 
as inevitably jart pf it now, as are the facts of ita^ 
authentic history. 

A grixU) stoied philosophy of life is imjphcit aUke 
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in Hardy’s poetry and stories, giving a ^ange 
consistency to all he has written, so that his books 
are joined each to each by a rehgion of nature that 
is in itself a natural piety. He sdbs men and women 
neither as masters of their fate nor as wards of a 
beneficent deity, but as “ Time’s laughing-stocks,” 
Victims of heredity and environment, the helpl^s 
sport of circumstance, playing out little cdmedies 
or stumbling into tragedies shaped for them inex¬ 
orably by some bhnd, creative spirit of the Universe 
that is indifferent to their misery or happiness and 
as powerless to prolong the one as to avjsrt the other. 
The earher pastoral comedies and tragi-comedies 
have their roots in this belief, which reachej its 
most terribly beautiful expression in the epic 
tragedies of ” Tess ” and Jude the Obscure.” 

I am old enough to remember the clash of opimons 
over the tragic figure of Tess and the author’s presen¬ 
tation of her as “ a pure woman ” ; how there were 
protests from pulpits; how the critics mitigated 
their praise of Hardy’s art with reproof of his ethics , 
but the story gripped the imagination of the public, 
and time has brought not a few of the moralists 
round to a recogmtion that if Hardy’s sense of 
morality was less conventional, it was ^so some- 
t|mg nobler, more fundamei\{al than their* own. 
He will not accept the dogmas of orthodox respecta- 
bifity, but looks beyond the accidents of circumstance 
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and ^nduct to the real good or evil that is in 
the hu^an heart that wrongs or is wronged. The 
same passion for truth at sdl costs underlies his 
stark, uncompromt^mg realism and his gospel of 
disillusion, his vision of men as puppets working 
out a destiny they cannot control If he has, there- 
fdre, little faith in humanity, he has infinite com- 
passihn^ for it, and infinite pardon The irony 
of hi^ stones IS the irony he finds m life itself, and 
as true to human experience as are the humour 
and the pathos of them Other eyes, another 
temperament,, may read a different interpretation 
of It all, he has honestly and courageously given 
us his own. 

Tfie outcry against “ Tess ” was mild compared 
to the babble of prudish censure with which “ Jude 
the Obscure ” was received in many quarters, and 
It IS small wonder that these cnticisms goaded 
Hardy to a resolve that he would write no more 
novels for a world that could so misunderstand his 
purposes and misconstrue his teachings “ The 
Well-Beloved c though it appeared a year later 
than “ Jude ”, had been written and published 
serially five years before, and it was with “ Jude ”, 
when his power was at its zenith, that Thomas 
Hard^ wrote fims to^his work ^ a novelist. 

Happily hi^*adherence to this resolve drove him 
back on ^e art he had abjured in his youth, and tfae 
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last quarter of a century has yielded some half foztn 
books of his poems that wtf would not wmingly 
have lost. Above all, it has yielded that stupendous 
chronicle-drama of the Napoledmc wars, “ The 
D}masts ”, which is sometimes acclaimed as the 
highest and mightiest effort of his genius. This 
drama, and his ballads and lyrics, often too over^ 
weighted with thought to have any beat of* wings 
in them, are at one with his novels in the sintiere, 
sombre philosophy of life that inspires them, the 
darkhng imagination with which it is bodied forth, 
and the brooding, forceful personality lyhich speaks 
unmistakably through all. 

Hardy, is, and will remain, a great and lonely 
figure in our literature. It is possible to trace the 
descent of almost every other writer, to name the 
artistic influences that went to his making, but 
Hardy is without literary ancestry, Dickens and 
Thackeray, Tennyson and Browning, had fore¬ 
runners, and have left successors We know what 
porndge and what honey-dew Keats had, but 
not what manna fed the austere «oul of Hardy. 
Like every master, he unwittingly founded a school, 
but none of his imitators could imitate him except 
superficially, and already the scholars are going 
home and the master will presently be alone ih his 
jfiace apart. His style is peculiarly *{us own; as 
iMivefist aiid poet he has worked always within his 
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own inception of the universe as consistently as he 
has woiiked within the^scope and bounds of his own 
kingdom of Wessex, and " within that circle none 
durst walk but he*’ 



HILAIRE BELLOC 





HILAIRE BELLOC 


So long and persistently has Hilaire Belloc been 
associated in the public mind with G K •Chesterton 
—one ingenious jester has even linked and locked 
them together in an easy combination as the 
Chesterbelloc—that quite a number of people now 
have a vague itiea they are inseparables, collabora¬ 
tors, a sort of hterary Siamese twins like Beaumont 
and Fletcher or Erckmann-Chatrian , and the* fact 
that one appears in this volume without the other 
may occasion some surprise Let it be confessed 
at once that Chesterton’s omission from this gallery 
IS significant only of his failure—not in modern 
letters, but to keep any appointments to sit for his 
photograph. 

I regret his absence the less since it may serve as 
a mute protest against the practice of always bracket¬ 
ing his name with that of Hilaire Belloc. The 
magic influence of Belloc which is supposed to have 
coloured so many of G K. C.’s views an’d ophiions 
and even to have drawn Jiim at l€hgth into the 
Roman Catholic community, must *be little but 
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legendary or evidence of it would be apparent in 
his writings, and it is <10 more traceable there than 
the influence of Chesterton is.to be found in Belloc’s 
books They share a dislike of Jews, which nearly 
equals that of William Bailey in “ Mr Clutterbuck’s 
Election ”, Chesterton has illustrated some of 
Belloc’s stories, and Belloc being an artist, too, has 
made charming illustrations for one of his own 
travd volufhes All the same, there is no more real 
likeness between them than there was between 
Dickens and Thackeray, or Tennyson and Browning, 
who were also, and are to some extent still, care- 
lessly driven in double harness Belloc’s humour 
and irony are hard, often bitter, they have 
nonJ of the geniality, nimbleness, perverse fantasy 
of Chesterton’s The one has a profound respect 
for fact and detail, and learns by carefully examining 
all the mechanical apparatus of life scientifically 
through a microscope , while the other has small 
reverence for facts as such, looks on life with the 
poet’s rather than with the student’s eye, and sees 
it by lightning-^ashes of intuition When Ches¬ 
terton wrote his “History of England” he put no dates 
in it, he felt that dates were of no consequence to 
the story , but Belloc has laid it down that, though 
the human motive is the prime factor in history, 
the externaractions of men, the sequence in dates 
tad hours of such actions^ and their material 
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I 


conditions and environment must be stnctly and accu¬ 
rately acquired ** There is po need to labour the 
argument “ The Napoleon of Netting Hill is 
not more unlike “ Emanuel Bi.vden ** than their 
two authors are unlike each other, individually and 
in what they have written 

Born at St Cloud in 1870, Belloc was the son of 
a French barrister , his mother, an Englishiyoman, 
was the grand-daughter of Joseph Prjestleyy the 
famous scientist and Unitarian divine She brought 
him over to England after the death of his father, 
and they made their home in Sussex, the country 
that has long since taken hold on his alfections and 
inspired the best of his poems I don^t know when 
he was “ hving in the Midlands,” or thereabcTuts, 
except while he was at Oxford, and earlier when he 
was a schoolboy at the Birmingham Oratory and 
came under the spell of Cardinal Newman, and 
I don’t know when he wrote “ The South Country ”, 
but not even Kipling has crowned Sussex more 
splendidly than he crowns it in that vigorous and 
poignant lyric— 

‘ When I am living in the Midlands, 

That are sodden and unkind, 

I light my lamp m the evening, 
r My work is left behmd , « ^ 

And the great hills of thd ^uth Cquntry 
Coxne l^ck into my mmd. 
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The great hills of the South Country 
They stand along the sea, 

And it's there, walking in the high woods. 

That I could wish to fie. 

And the men ^hat were boys when I was a boy 
Walking along with me 

If ever I become a rich man, 

Or if ever I grow to be old, 

^ I will build a house with a deep thatch 
• To shelter me from the cold, 

• AndHhere shall the Sussex songs be sung 
And the story of Sussex told 

I will hold my house in the high wood, 

Within a walk of the sea, 

And the men that were boys wljen I was a boy 
Shall sit and drink with me ” 

Nowadays, he has to some extent realised that 
desire, for he is settled at Horsham, in Sussex again, 
if not within a walk of the sea But we are skipping 
too much, and will go back and attend to our proper 
historical “ sequence in dates ** His schooldays 
over, he accepted the duties of his French citizen¬ 
ship and served his due term in the Army of France, 
as driver in ar^ Artillery regiment These military 
obligations discharged, he returned to England, 
went to Oxford, and matriculated at BalhoL He 
ran a dazzling career at Oxford, working assiduously 
as y student, carrying off the Brackenbury Scholar¬ 
ship and a First Cfass m Honour History Sch 1 >ol 8 » 
and at the same time revelled joyously with iht 
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robust, gloried in riding and swimming and corus¬ 
cated brilliantly in the Union debates His vivid, 
dominating personality* seems to ^have made itself 
felt among his young contemporaries there as it has 
since made itself felt in the larger worlds of literature 
and politics , though in those larger worlds his 
recognition and his achievements have never, so iar, 
been quite commensurate with his extsaorJiijary 
abilities or the tradition of power that has gathered 
about his name In literature, high as he stands, his 
fame is less than that of men who have not a tithe 
of his capacity, ^nd in politics he remains a voice 
crying in the wilderness, a leader with no effective 
following Perhaps in politics his fierce sincerity 
drives him into intolerance, he burns to do the 
impossible and change human nature at a stroke, 
and is too far ahead of his time for those he would 
lead to keep pace with him And perhaps in litera¬ 
ture he lacks some gift of conceiltration, dissipates 
hi8 energies over too many fields, and is too much 
addicted to the use of irony, which it has been said, 
not Without reason, is regarded with suspicion in 
this country and never understood Swift is ad¬ 
mittedly our supreme master in that art, and there 
is nothing more ironic in his most scathingly ironical 
wotk, Gulliver’s Travels ”, than tl^ fact that 
Gulliver is only popular as an innocently amusing 
book for children. 

m 
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Belloc began quietly enough, in 1895, with a little 
unimportant book of “ Verses and Sonnets ” He 
followed this in the next four years with four de-^ 
lightfully, irresponsibly absurd books of verses and 
pictures such as “ The Bad Child’s Book of Beasts ”, 
“ More Beasts for Worse Children ”, publishing 
almost simultaneously m 1899 “ The Moral 

Alphabet‘ 1 ’ and his notable French Revolution study 
of “ Danton ” In a later year he gave us simultane¬ 
ously the caustic, frivolous “ Lambkin’s Remains ” 
and his book on ” Pans ”, and followed it with his 
able monograph on ” Robespierre ” It was less 
unsettling, no doubt, when “ Caliban’s Guide to 
Letters ” was closely succeeded by the first and 
most powerful of his ironic novels, ” Emanuel 
Burden ”, but serious people have never known 
where to have him He collects his essays under 
such careless titles as ” On Nothing ”, “On Any¬ 
thing “ This and That ”, or simply “ On ” , and 
the same year that found him collaborating with 
Cecil Chesterton in a bitter attack on “ The Party 
System ”, found him collaborating with Lord Basil 
Blackwood in the farcical “ More Peers ”, and 
issuing acute technical expositions of the battles of 
Blenheim and Malplaquet 
His novels, “ Emanuel Burden ”, “ Mr. Clutter* 
buck’s Election ”, ” A Change in the Cabinet 
** The Mercy of Allah ”, and the r^t, satirise 
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the chicanery and humbug .rampant in modern 
commerce, finance, polijics, and general society, and 
are too much in earnest to attempt to tickle the ears 
of the groundlings 

For four years, m the first decade of the century, 
Belloc sat in Parliament as Member for Salford, but 
the tricks, hypocrisies, insincerities of the politicians 
disgusted and exasperated him , he was hampered 
and suppressed in the House by its archaic forms, 
and instead of staying there stubbornly to leaven 
the unholy lump he came wrathfully out, washing 
his hands of it,-to attack the Party system in the 
Press, and inaugurate The Witness in which he pro¬ 
ceeded to express himself on the iniquities of public 
life forcefully and with devastating candour. 

No journalist wielded a more potent pen than he 
through the dark years of the war His articles in 
Land and Water recording the various phases of the 
conflict, criticising the conduct of campaigns, ex¬ 
plaining their course and forecasting developments 
drew thousands of readers to sit evejy week at his 
feet, and were recognised as the cleverest, most 
searching, most informing of all the many periodical 
reviews of the war that were then current. That 
hi8 prophecies were not always fulfilled meant only 
that, like all prophets, he was fiot inMlible. His 
vision, his intimate knowledge of strategy, his 
maste^ of ahe technique of war were amazing—yet 
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not so amazing when, you remember his service in 
the French Army and thaj he comes of a race of 
soldiers One of his mother’s forbears was an 
^officer in the Irish Brigade that fought for France 
at Fontenoy, and four of his father’s uncles were 
among Napoleon’s generals, one of them falling at 
th^ bead of his charging troops at Waterloo It 
were but ^natural he should derive from such stock 
not merely a love of things military but that 
ebullient, overpowering personality which many 
who come in contact with him find irresistible 
As poet, he has written three or»- four things that 
will remain immortal in anthologies , as novelist, 
he has a select niche to himself , “ The Girondin ** 
indicates what he might have become as a sheer 
romancist, but he did not pursue that vein , his 
books of travel, particularly “ The Path to Rome ** 
and “ Esto Perpetua ”, are unsurpassed in their kind 
by any living traveller , as historian, essayist, 
journalist, he ranks with the highest of his con¬ 
temporaries , pevertheless, you are left with a feeling 
that the man himself is greater than anything he 
has done You feel that he has been deftly modelling 
a motley miscellany of statuettes when he might 
hare been carving a statue , and the only consolation 
18 that some of the**statuettes are infimtely finer thaii 
are many statues, and that, anyhow, he has ^ven, 
and obviously taken delight in the mal^g of them. 
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If his critics are inclined to write Arnold Bennett^ 
down as a man of great talent instead of as^a maA| 
of genius, he is himself to blame for that. He has 
not grown long hair, nor worn eccentnc hats and’ 
ties, not cultivated anything of the unusual appear-f 
ance and manner that are vulgarly supposed to 
denote genius • In his robust, commhnsense con¬ 
ception of the literary character, as well as in certain 
aspects of his work, he has affinities with Anthony 
Trollope 

Trollope used to laugh at the very idea of in¬ 
spiration , he took to letters as sedulously and 
systematically as other men take to farming or shop¬ 
keeping, wrote regularly for three or four hours a 
day, whether he was well or ill, at home or abroad, 
doing in those hours always the same number of 
words, keeping his watch on the table beside 
him reguiete his rate of production He was 
intolerai^ ofid^ 4 i^gestion that genijas is a mys-* 
terious ^ower which controls a«*»ihan, instead uf 
being controlled by him, that 


** the spirit bldweth, and is still/* 
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and the author is dependent on such vagrant moods, 
and he justified his opinions and his practices by 
becoming one of the half dozen greater Victorian 
novelists 

I do not say that Arnold Bennett holds exactly the 
' same beliefs and works in the same mechanical 
fashion, but that his literary outlook is as practical 
and busingss-like is apparent from “ The Truth 
about an Author,” from “ The Author’s Craft ”, 

** Literary Taste ”, and other of those pocket 
philosophies that he wrote in the days when he was 
pot-boihng, and also from the success with which, 
in the course of his career, he has put his own 
precepts into practice 

The author who is reared in an artistic atmos¬ 
phere, free from monetary embarrassments, with 
social influence enough to smooth his road and open 
doors to him, seldom acquires any profound know¬ 
ledge of life or develops any remarkable quality. 
But Bennett had none of these disadvantages Nor 
was he an infant phenomenon, rushing into print 
before he was (fut of his teens , he took his time, 
alld lived awhile before he began to write about 
ife, and did not adopt literature as a means of 
livelihood until he had sensibly made up his mind 
what he wanted to c|p and that he could do it* He 
was employed in a lawyer’s ofHce till he was twenty*^ 
and had turned thirtv when he nmlished ^ 
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his first novel, “ A Man from the North.** 
Meanwhile, he had been writing stones and 
articles experimentally,* and, having proved his 
capacity by selling a sufficient proportion of these 
to various periodicals, he threw up the law to go 
as assistant editor, and afterwards became editor, of 
a magazine for women—which may, in a measure, 
account for his somewhat cynical views^ on "love 
and marriage and the rather pontificial cock¬ 
sureness with which he often delivers himself on 
those subjects 

In 1900 he emancipated himself from tjie editorial 
chair and withdrew into the country to live quietly 
and economically and devote himself to ambitions 
that he knew he could realise He had tried his 
strength in “ A Man from the North and settled 
down now, deliberately and confidently, to be¬ 
come a novelist and a dramatist, he was out for 
success in both callings, and did not mean to be 
long about getting it, if not with the highest type of 
work, then with the most popular For he was too 
eminently practical to have artistic scruples against 
giving the public what it wanted if by so doing he 
might get into a position for giving it what he wanted 
it to have He expresses the sanest, »healthfulest 
itcom for the superior but unsjleable author vffio 
•Cries spur grapes and pretends to a pr^erence for 
an au^ience^ fit though few. 
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I can divide all the imaginative authors I have 
ever met/* he has wntten, “ into two classes—those 
who admitted and sometimes proclaimed loudly 
that they desired popularity, and those who ex¬ 
pressed a noble scorn or a gentle contempt for 
popularity The latter, however, always failed to 
conceal their envy of popular authors, and this envy 
was tt phenomenon whose truculent bitterness could 
not be surpassed even in political or religious life. 
And indeed, since the object of the artist is to share 
his emotions with others, it would be strange if the 
normal artist spurned popularity in order to keep 
his emotions as much as possible* to himself An 
enormous amount of dishonest nonsense has been 
and will be written by uncreative critics, of course 
in the higher interests of creative authors, about 
popularity and the proper attitude of the artist 
thereto But possibly the attitude of a first-class 
artist himself may prove a more valuable guide.” 
And he proceeds to show from his letters how keenly 
Meredith desired to be popular, and praises him 
for compromijfing with circumstance and turmng 
from the writing of poetry that did not pay to the 
writing of prose in the hope that it would I doubt 
whether he would sympatbse with any man who 
starved for art*s sake when he might have earned 
good bread and meat in another calhng. The 
author should write for success, for po|>ulariQr; 
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that is his creed • “he owes the practice of ele* 
mentary commonsense to himself, to his work, and 
to his profession at large ” 

Bennett was born in 18^7, and* not for nothing 
was he born at Hanley, one of the Five Towns of 
Staffordshire that he has made famous m his best 
stories—a sombre, busy, smoky place bristling with 
factory chimneys and noted for its potteries. How 
susceptible he was to the spell of it, how it mfde 
him its own, and how vividly he remembers traits 
and idiosyncrasies of local character and all the 
tnvial detail in the furnishing of its houses and the 
manners and customs of its Victorian home-life are 
evident from his books He came to London with 
the acute commonsense, the mother wit, the shrewd 
business instinct and energy of the Hanley manu¬ 
facturer as inevitably in his blood as if he had 
breathed them in with his native air, and he adapted 
himself to the manufacture of literature as indus- 
tnously and straightforwardly as any of his equally 
but differently competent fellow-townsmen could 
give themselves to the manufacture qf pottery He 
worked with his imagination as they worked with 
their clay , and it was essential with him, as with 
them, that the goods he produced, should be 
s marketable. * 

Th^re is always a public for a godd story of 
mystery and sensation so, in those days when he 
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was feeling his way, he wrote “ The Grand Babylon 
Hotel ”, and did it so thoroughly, so efficiently that 
It was one of the cleverest jfnd most original, no less 
than one of the most successful things of its kind. 
In the same year he published “ Anna of the Five 
Towns ”, which was less popular but remains 
among the best six of his finer realistic tales of his 
own‘■people He followed this with three or four 
able enough novels of lesser note , with a wholly 
admirable collection of short stories, “ The Grim 
Smile of the Five Towns ” , was busy with those 
astute, provocative pot-boiling pocket-philosophies, 
“ Journalism for Women,” “ How to Become an 
Author ”, “ How to Live on Twenty-Four Hours 
a Day ”, and the rest, writing dramatic criticisms ; 
plays, such as “ Cupid and Commonsense ”, “ What 
the Public Wants ” , and, over the signature of 
“ Jacob Tonson ”, one of the most brilliant and 
entertaining of weekly literary causenes 
Then, m 1908, he turned out another romance of 
mystery and sensation, “ Buried Alive ”, and m 
the same yeartpublished “ The Old Wives^ Tale ”, 
perhaps the greatest of his books, and one that 
ranked him unquestionably with the leading 
novelists of his time A year later came “ Clay- 
haftger ”, the first yolume in the tnlogy which was 
continued, ^n 1911, with ” Hilda Lessways”, and 
completed, affer a delay of five years, witi 
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Twain ” This trilogy, with “ The Old Wives' 
Tale ", and the much more recent ** Mr Prohack ", 
are Arnold Bennetthighest achievements in fiction. 
The first four are stories of disillusion , the romance 
of them IS the drab, poignant romance of unideal love 
and disappointed marriage, and the humour of them 
IS sharply edged with irony and satire In “ Mr 
Prohack " Bennett returns to the more genial fnood 
of “The Card" (1911) Prohack is a dehghiful, 
almost a lovable creation, and the Card, with his 
dry, dour humour, for all his practical hardheaded- 
ness, IS scarcely^ less so • 

Unlike most men, who set out to do one thing 
and end by doing another, Bennett laid down the 
plan of his career and has carried it out triumphantly 
He IS a popular novelist, but, though he cheerfully 
stooped to conquer and did a lot of miscellaneous 
writing by the way, while he was building his reputa¬ 
tion, the novels that have made him popular are 
among the masterpieces of latter-day realistic art 
And with “ Milestones" (in collaboration with 
Edward Knoblauch) and “ The Great Adventure ", 
to say nothing of his seven or eight other plays, he 
is a successful dramatist His versatility is as 
amazing as his industry It may be all a matter of 
r talent and commonsense perseverance, but he setms 
<0. do whatever he chooses with an case and a brilh^^ 
is very lift® gemus. His list of nearly 
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sixty volumes includes essays, dramas, short stories, 
several kinds of novel, books of criticism and of 
travel , he paints deftly an'd charmingly in water¬ 
colours , and if he has written no poetry it is 
probably because he is too practical to trifle with 
what IS so notoriously unprofitable, for if he decided 
to write some you may depend upon it he could. 
He fias analysed “ Mental Efficiency ” and “ The 
Human Machine ” in two of his little books of 
essays, and illustrated both in his life 
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There seems to be something in the atmosphere ^of 
the manse and the vicarage that has a notable effect of 
developing in many who breathe it a capacity for 
writin^fiction Not a few authors have been cradled 
into literature by^the Law, Medicine and* the Army, 
but 8^ Riv literary incubator no profession can vie 
with tne Church If it has produced no poet of 
the highest rank, it gave us Donne, Herrick, Herbert, 
Crashaw, Young, Crabbe, and a multitude of lesser 
note, and if it has yielded no greater novelists than 
Sterne and Kingsley, it has fostered a vast number 
that have, in their day, made up in popularity for 
what they lacked in genius 
Moreover, when the parsons themselves have 
proved immune to that peculianty df the clerical 
environment, it has wrought magically upon their 
children, and an even longer list could be made, 
including such great names as Goldsmith, Jane 
Austen and the Brontes, of the ipns and daughter 
of jPjsriona who have done good or indifferent work 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


Most of the novelists moulded by such early 
influences have leaned rather to ideal or to glamor¬ 
ously or grimly ^romantic than to plainly realistic 
interpretations of life and character, and J D. 
Beresford is so seldom romantic, or idealistic, so 
often realistically true to secular and unregenerate 
aspects of human nature, that, if he did not draw 
hi^ clerg:al characters with such evident inside 
knowledge, you would not suspect that in his begin¬ 
nings he had been subject to the limitations and 
repressions that necessarily obtain m an ecclesiastical 
household • 

He was born in Castor rectory, and his father 
was a minor canon and precentor of Peterborough 
Cathedral, and, if it pleases you, you can play with 
a theory that the stark realism with which he handles 
the facts, even the uglier facts, of modern life is 
either a reaction from the narrow horizon that 
cramped his youthful days, or that the outlook 
of the paternal rectory was broader than the outlook 
of rectories usually is 

After an ^ucation at Oundel, and at King’s 
School, Peterborough, he was apprenticed, first 
to an architect in the country, then to one in London , 
but before long he abandoned architecture to go 
into an insurance •office, and left that to take up 
a post with W. H. Smith & Son, in the $trand,^ 
^ where he became a sort of advertising e3y)e;rt and 
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was placed at the head of a bookselling department 
with a group of country travellers under his control. 

Before he was half-w 3 y through#his teens, he had 
been writing stories which were not published and 
can never now be brought up against him, for he is 
shrewdly self-critical and all that juvenilia has 
been ruthlessly destroyed He was contributing 
to Punch in 1908, and a little later had become^a 
reviewer on the staff of that late and much lamented 
evening paper the Westminster Gazette Among 
the destroyed juvenilia was more than one novel 
In what leisure ,he could get from his ’advertising 
and reviewing, he was busy on another which was 
not destined to that inglorious end For though 
** Jacob Stahl ” was rejected by the fiist prominent 
publisher to whom it was offered, because, strangely 
enough, he considered it old-fashioned, it was 
promptly accepted by the second, and its publica¬ 
tion m 1911 was the real beginning of Beresford’s 
Iiterarj^ career Had it been really old-fashioned, 
it would ha\e delighted the orthodox reading public, 
which IS always the majority, but As appeal was 
rather to the new and more advanced race of readers, 
and though its sales were not astonishing, its mature 
narrative skill and sound literary qualities were 
us^esitatingly recognised by the discriminating, 
It gave him a reputation, and has held its ground 
oj} selling steadily ever since. One felt 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


the restrained power of the book, alike in the narra¬ 
tive and in the intimate realisation of character, 
Its careful artistry did not bid for popularity, but 
It ranked its author, at once, as a novelist who was 
considerably more than the mere teller of a readable 
tale 

“ Jacob Stahl ” was the first volume in a trilogy 
(t]je othi^r two being “ A Candidate for Truth ” 
and “ The Invisible Event ”)—a trilogy which 
unfolds a story of common life that might easily 
have been throbbing with sentiment and noisy 
with melodramatic sensation , in Mr Beresford’s 
reticent hands, however, it is never overcharged 
with either, but is touched only with the natural 
emotions, subdued excitements, unexaggerated poig¬ 
nancies of feeling that are experienced by such men 
and women as we know in the world as we know it 

Meredith, m “ The Invisible Event,” rather 
grudgingly praises Jacob Stahl’s first novel, ** John 
'fristiam,” as good realistic fiction of the school of 
Madame Bovary “ It’s a recognised school,” 
Meredith con'tinued “ I don’t quite know any¬ 
one m England who’s doing it, but it’s recognised* 
in France, of course I don’t quite know how to 
c^fine It, but perhaps the mam distinction is m the 
choice of^the typical incidents and emotions The 
realists don’t concentrate on the larger emotioni^, 
yo\;i, see—quite the reverse ; they tod the ||di3Mnon 
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feelings and happenings of everyday life more 
representative You may have a big scene, but the 
essential thing is the •accurate pfresentation of the 
commonplace ” Yes, I think that is pretty much 
what I have tried to do,” commented Jacob “ I 
think that’s what interests me It’s what I know of 
life I’ve never murdered anyone, for instance, or 
talked to a murderer, and I don’t knojjir how it 
feels, or what one would do in a position of tliat 
sort ” 

That IS perhaps a pretty fair statement of Beres- 
ford’s own aim as a novelist, he prefers to exercise 
his imagination on what he has observed of life, 
or on what he has personally experienced of it 
And no doubt the " Jacob Stahl ” trilogy draws 
much of its convincing air of truthfulness from 
the fact that it is largely autobiographical In the 
first volume, the baby Jacob, owing to the careless¬ 
ness of a nursemaid, meets with an accident that 
cripples him for the first fifteen years of his existence , 
and just such an accident in childhood befell Mr 
Beresford himself In due course, after toying 
with the thought of taking holy orders, Jacob becomes 
an architect’s pupil “ A Candidate for Truth ” 
shows him writing short stones the magazines will 
not accept, and working on ^ novel,’ but befoYc 
fanythit^ can be done with this, the cr!*atic Ceal, 
69 rker^^et$ tired of patronising him and» dnven 
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to earn a livelihood, he takes a situation in an adver¬ 
tising agency and develops into an expert at writing 
advertisements Then having revised and re¬ 
written his novel, he is dissatisfied with it and burns 
It He does not begin to conquer his irresolutions 
and win some confidence in himself until after his 
disastrous marriage and separation from his wife 
when he .fomes under the influence of the admirable 
Betty Gale, who loves him and defies the conventions 
to help him make the best of himself Then be 
gets on to the reviewing staff of a daily newspaper, 
and writes * another novel, “John Tristram,” and 
after one publisher has rejected it as old-fashioned, 
another accepts and publishes it, and though i< 
brings him little of money or glory, it starts him ru' 
the road to success, and he makes it the first \olum»' 
of a trilogy 

Where autobiographv ends and fiction begins in 
these three stones is of no importance , \\hat i*- 
not literally true in them is so imaginatively realise. i 
that it seems as truthful Philip, of “ Got 
Counterpoint,” who was injured by an accident n 
boyhood is a pathological case , there are surrendei- 
ings to the morbid and abnormal in “ Housemates,” 
one of the sombrest of Beresford s novels, and in 
t&t searching and^ poignant study in degeneracy, 
** The House in Demetrius Road ” , but if these 
are more powerful in theme and more brilliant 
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in workmanship they have not the simple, everyday 
actuality of the trilogy , they get their effects by 
violence, or by the subtle analysiS|Of bizarre, unusual 
or unpleasant attributes of humanity, and the 
strength and charm of the Stahl stories are that, 
without subscribing to the conventions, they keep* 
to the common highway on which average men and 
women live and move and have their beyig • This 
s the higher and more masterly achievement* as 
ii IS more difficult to paint a portrait when the sitter 
IS a person of ordinary looks than when he has 
arktd peculiarities of feature that easily distinguish 
i fiom the general run of mankind 
\lfhough, in his time, Mr Beresford was an 
VII Using expert he has never acquired the gift 
If-advertiscment, but he found himself and 
'«jund by critics and the public while he still 
’ond as one of our younger novelists and had 
^ I wilting for less than a decade 
‘]( has a subdued humour that is edged with 
f }, and can write with a lighter touch, as he shows 
'rhe Jervase Comedy ” and soine of his short 
''iCb , and though one deprecates his excursions 
n ) ecccntiicitics of psychology, for the bent of 
- genius IS so evidently toward portraying what 
r [ chth described to Stahl as the representative 
Jeehngs and happenings of ^everyday* life/* one 
fcwts that he is more handicapped by his reticences 
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than by his daring He is so conscious an artist 
that he tones down all crudities of colouring, yet the 
colour of life is oftqn startlingly crude An occasional 
streak of melodrama, a freer play of sentiment and 
emotion would add to the vitality of his scenes 
and characters and intensify their realism instead of 
taking anything from it , but his native reticence 
woul6 se^m to forbid this and he cannot let himself 
go* And because he cannot let himself go he has 
not yet gone beyond the Jacob Stahl series, which, 
clever and cunninger art though some of his other 
work may be, remains the truest and most significant 
thing he has done 
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I HA\E heard people express surprise tha^sufth a 
born romancist as John Buchan has turned his miAd 
successfully to practical business, and been for so 
long an active partner in the great publishing house 
of Thomas Nelson & Sons But thejre is really 
nothing at all surprising about that One of the 
essays m his “ Some Eighteenth Century Byways ” 
speaks of “ the incarnation of youth and the eternal 
Quixotic which, happily for Scotland, he at the back 
of all her thnft and prudence ” , and in another, 
on “ Mr Balfour as a Man of Letters **, he says, 
“ the average Scot, let it never be forgotten, is in¬ 
corrigibly sentimental, at heart he would rather be 
* kindly * and ‘ innerly * than ‘ canny ’, and his 
admiration is rather for Burns, who bad none of the 


reputed national characteristics, than for Adam 
Smith, who had them all ” He adds that though 
Scotsmen perfectly understand the legendary Cale¬ 


donian, though “ in theory they are all for dry light, 
gem^hke ilame,’ in practice they like the 
t“bid altars.” 
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Having that dual personality himself, it is not 
incongruous that John Buchan should be at once 
a poet, a romantic and a shrewd man of affairs. 
But he 18 wrong in thinking the nature he sketches 
IS peculiar to his countrymen, the Scots , it is as 
characteristically English Indeed, I should not 
count him among practical men if he had not proved 
himfielf^one by doing more practical things than 
fftiblishing , for publishing is essentially a romantic 
calling as you may suspect if you consider the num¬ 
ber of authors who have taken to it, and the number 
of publishers who have become authors Scott felt 
the lure of the trade, m the past, and in the present 
you have J D Beresford till recently with Collins 
& Sons , Frank Swinnerton first with Dent, now 
with Chatto & Windus , Frederick Watson, a brilli¬ 
ant writer of romances and of modern social comedy, 
with Nisbet, Michael Sadleir with Constable; 
C E Lawrence, most fantastic and idealistic of 
novelists, with John Murray , Roger Ingpen, 
writing with authority on Shelley and making fine 
anthologies, but disguised as one of the partners 
in Selwyn and Blount, Alec Waugh, joining that 
admirable essayist his father, Arthur Waugh, with 
Chapman & Hall; C S Evans, whose Nash and . 
Others ” may stand on the shelf by Kenneth 
Grahame’is “ Golden Age with 
B. W. Matz, the Dickens enthusiast 
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many books about himt running in harness witn 
Cecil Palmer , you have Grant Richards writing 
novels that are clever enough to rtake some of his 
authors wonder why he publishes theirs , Sir Ernest 
Hodder-Williams, an author with at least half-a- 
dozen successful books to his name , A W Evans, of 
Elkin Mathews*, translator of books, and the Obser¬ 
ver's “ Penguin ’*, Sir Algernon Methuen dej^loping 
a passion for compiling excellent anthologies ef 
poetry—and there are others 

But here is enough to show that Buchan need not 
think he is demonstrating his Scottish,practicality 
by going in for publishing As a fact, I have always 
felt that publishing should be properly classed as 
a sport It is more speculative than racing and 
I do not see how any man on the Turf can get so 
much excitement and uncertainty by backing a 
horse as he could get by backing a new book You 
can form a pretty reliable idea of what a horse is 
capable of before you put your money on it, but 
for the publisher, more often than not, it is all a 
game of chance, since whether he,wins or loses 
depends less on the quality of the book than on the 
taste of the public, which is incalculable So when 
Buchan went publishing he was merely starting to 
live romance as well as to write it ^ « 

of the manse, he was* born in •1875, and 
Edinburgh University to Brasenose, 
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Oxford, he took the Newdigate Prize there, with 
other more scholarly distinctions, and became 
President of therUnion D/en m those early days 
he developed a love of sport, and found recreation 
in mountaineering, deer-stalking and fishing His 
enthusiasm for the latter expressed itself in the 
delightful verses of “ Musa Piscatnx ”, which ap¬ 
peared ^jn 1896, while he was still at Oxford, his 
first novel, “ Sir Quixote ”, a vigorous romance 
somewhat m the manner of Stevenson, who was 
then at the height of his career, having given him 
prominence; among new authors a year earlier 
I recollect the glowing things that were said of one 
of his finest, most brilliantly imaginative romances, 
“ John Burnet of Barns ”, in 1898, and with the 
fame of that going before him he came to London. 
There he studied law in the Middle Temple, and 
was called to the Bar, but seems to have been busier 
with literary and journalistic than with legal affairs, 
for two more books, “ Grey Weather ” and “ A Lost 
Lady of Old Years ” came in 1889 , “ The Half- 
Hearted ” in 1900, and meanwhile he was occupied 
with journalism and contributing stories to the 
magazines 

Then for two years he sojourned m South Africa 
as private secretary to Lord Milner, the High 
Commissioner Two books about the preseijct^m^ 
Tuture of the Colony were the out^oms, 
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excursion into diplomacy, and better still, his 
South African experiences prompted him a little 
later to write that remarkable romlnce of “ Prester 
John ”, the cunning, clever Zulu who, turned 
Christian evangelist, professes to be the old legendary 
Prester John reincarnate, and while he is ostensibly 
bent on converting the natives, is fanning a flame 
of patriotism in their chiefs and stirring ^enl to 
nse against the English and create again a greit 
African empire Here, and in “ John Burnet of 
Barns ”, and in some of the short stories of “ The 
Watcher by the Threshold ” and Tbe Moon 
Endureth ”, John Buchan reaches, I think, his high- 
water mark as a weaver of romance 

After his return from South Africa he joined the 
staff of the Spectator, reviewing and writing essays 
for It and doing a certain amount of editorial work 
At least, I dedi ce the latter fact from the statement 
of one who had the best means of knowing If you 
look up “ The Brain of the Nation ”, by Charles 
L Graves, who was then assistant editor of the 
Spectator, you will find among the *witty and hu¬ 
morous poems in that volume a complete biography 
of John Buchan in neat and lively verse, telling how 
he came up to town from Oxford, settled down to 
the law, went to Africa, returned and* became a 
figure in the Spectator's old offices in 
Street: 
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“ Ev’ry Tuesday morn careenng 
Up the stairs with flying feet, 

You'd burst in upon us, cheering 
Wetington’s fuilereal street 

Pundit, publicist and jurist, 

Statistician and divine, 

Mystic, mountaineer, and purist 
In the high financial line , 

Prince of journalistic sprinters— 

Swiftest that I ever knew— 

Never did you keep the printers 
Longer than an hour or two 

Then, too, when the final stages 
Of our weekly task drew nigh, 

'You would come and pass, the pages 
With a magisterial eye. 

Seldom pausing, save to smoke a 
Cigarette at half past one. 

When you quaffed a cup of Mocha 
And devoured a penny bun “ 

The war turned those activities into other chan¬ 
nels, and after being rejected by the army as beyond 
the age limit, he worked strenuously m Kitchener’s 
recruiting campaign, then served as Lieutenant- 
Colonel on the^ British Headquarters Staff in France, 
and subsequently as Director of Information The 
novels he wrote in those years, “ The Power House ”, 
” The Thirty-nine Steps ”, ** Greenmantle ”, and 
” Mr Standfast ”, were written as a relief from 
heavier duties. They are stories of mystery 
intrigue as able and exciting as any . 
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kind. “ Greenmantle ”, he says in a preface, was 
** scribbled in every kind of odd placj^ and moment— 
in England and abroad, during long journeys, in 
half hours between graver tasks ” He was present 
throughout the heroic fighting on the Somme, and 
his official positions at the front and at home gave 
him exceptional opportunities of seeing things /or 
himself and obtaining first-hand information-^for hi^ 
masterly “ History of the War ”, which will give 
him rank as a historian beside Kinglake and Napier 
With “ The Path of the King ”, and more so with 
** Huntingtower ”, he is back in his native air of 
romance, and one hopes he will leave the story of 
plot and sensation to other artists and stay there 
Like all romancists, he is no unqualified lover of 
the democracy , it is too lacking in picturesqueness, 
in grace and glamour to be m harmony with his 
temperament He belongs in spirit to the days 
when heroism walked in splendour and war was 
glorious He has laid it down that the “ denuncia¬ 
tion of war rests at bottom upon a gross materialism 
The horrors of war are obvious enough*, but it may 
reasonably be argued that they are not greater than 
the horrors of peace the true way in which to 
ennoble war is not to declare it in all its ^orms the 
*wor)t of the devil, but to emphasis the spiritual and 
demept which it contains* It is a Ikind of 
a grave matter into which no one 
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can enter lightly and for which all arc responsible, 
more especially jn these days when wars are not the 
creation of priAces and statesmen hut of peoples 
War, on such a view, can only be banished from the 
world by debasing human nature ” 

That IS the purely romantic vision Since 1914, 
Buchan’s experiences of war and the horrors of 
peace that result from it may ha\e modified his 
earlier opinions 

Anyhow, it is a w'onderful theme for romance when 
It IS far enough away It ••hows at its best in such 
chivalrous* tales of adventuie and self-sacrifice as 
have gathered round the gallant figure of the Young 
Pretender You know from his books that John 
Buchan is steeped in the lore of the Jacobites and 
sensitive to the spell of “ old songs and lost 
romances ” Dedicating “ The Watcher by the 
Threshold ” to Stair Agnew Gillon, he sajs, “ It is 
of the baek-world of Scotland that I write, the land 
behind the mist and over the seven bens, a place 
hard of access for the foot-passenger but easy for 
the maker eff stories ” One owns to a wish that 
the author of “ John Barnet of Barns ” would now 
set Ills genius free from the squabble and squalor 
of present-day politics (by the way, he once put up 
for Parliament bqt fortunately did not get in), and 
write tKat great story of the *45 which he hints else¬ 
where has never yet been written. 
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There are more gods than any man is aware o#, 
and there is really more virtue in discovering a new 
one, and catching him young, than in deferring your 
tribute until he is old and so old-estabhshed that all 
the world has recognised him for what he is You 
may say that Donn Byrne is not a god of modern 
Grub Street, but you can take it from me that he is 
going to be He has all the necessary attributes 
and is climbing to his due place m the hierarchy 
so rapidly that he will have arrived there soon after 
you are reading what I have to say about him 
There is a general idea that he is an American , 
unless an author stops at home mistakes of that 
kind are sure to happen People take^it for granted 
that he belongs where he happens to be living when 
they find him Henry James had lived among us 
so long that he was quite commonly taken for an 
Englishman, even before he became naturalised 
during the war The same fate*is overtakijig Ezra 
Potodhe is the chief water of a sort of poetry 

largely written m his country and in 
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ours, and because he has made his home with us 
for many years he is geneiially regarded here as a 
native On the other hand, Richard Le Gallienne 
left us and has passed so large a part of his life in 
the United States that most of us are beginning to 
think of him as an American 

The^ mistake is perhaps more excusable in the 
ease of Donn Byrne, for he was born m New York 
in i88t), but before he was three months old he was 
brought ovei to lieland which ought to have been 
his biithplaec, since his lather was an architect 
there lie was educated at Tiinity College, Dublin, 
and when he was not irnprocing his mind was 
developing his muscles , he went in enthusiastically 
for athletics, and m his time held the light-weight 
boxing ehampionsliipt, foi Dublin University and 
foi Ulstei lie knows all about horses, loo, and 
can ndc with the best, and has manifested a more 
than at-ademic interest m racing In fact, he has 
taken a keen interest m whatever was going on m 
the lile aiound him wheievcr he has been, and he 
has been about the world a good deal, and turned 
his hand to many things There is something 
Gallic as well as Gaelic m his wit, his vivacity, his 
swiftly varying moods lie is no novelist who has 
done aU his travelling in books and dug up his facts 
about strange countries in a reference library. 
When he deals with ships his characters n^ot 
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such as keep all the while in the saloon cabin , they 
are the ship’s master and the sailors, and you feel 
there is a knowledge of*the sea behind them when he 
gets them w^orking , and if he had not been an athlete 
himself he could not have described with such 
vigor and realistic gusto that gicat fight between* 
Shane Campbell and the wrestler from Aleppo in 
“ The Wind Bloweth ” • ‘ 

How much of personal experience has gone info 
his novels is probably more than he could say him¬ 
self But when he is pietuiing an} place that his 
imaginary people visit, you know from* a score of 
casual, intimate touches that he, too, has been theie, 
and IS remembering it while he writes Take this 
vivid sketch of Marseilles, for example 

** Obvious and drowsy it might seem, but once 
he went ashore, the swirming, teeming life of it 
struck Shane Ido a current of air Along the quays, 
along the Cannebierc, was a not of colour and 
nationality unbelievable from aboard ship Here 

were Turks, dignified and shy Here were Greeks, 
wary, furtive Here were Italians, ^Genoese, Nea¬ 
politans, Livornians, droll, vivacious, vindictive 
Here were Moois, here were Algerians, black 
African folk, sneering, inimical Here were Spani¬ 
ards, with their walk like a horse’s lope Here, 

were French business men, very important Here 
Provencals, cheery, short, tubby, excitable, 
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olive-coloured, black-bearded, calling to one 
another in the langue d'oc of the troubadors, ‘ Te^ 
mon hon ' Commoun as ^ Quezaco ? ’ 

There is that same sense of seeing things in the 
glamorous description of the Syrian city where 
Shane lived with the Arab girl he had married , 
and in the hasty outline of Buenos Aires 

“ ne*»‘e now was a city growing rich, ungracefully 
“3 city of arrogant Spanish colonists, of poverty- 
stricken immigrants, of down-trodden lower classes 
a city of riches a city of blood 

Here mud,, here money Into a city half 

mud hovels, half marble-fronted houses, gauchos 
drove herd upon herd ot cattle, baffled, afraid 
Here Irish drove streams of gray bleating sheep. 
Here ungreased bullock carts screamed From 
the blue-grass pampas they drove them, where the 
birds sang and waters rippled, where was the gentle¬ 
ness of summer ram, where was the majesty of 
great storms And by their thousands and 

their tens of thousands they drove them into Buenos 
Aires, and slew them for their hides 

That was the Buenos Aires of Shane’s day, in 
the Victorian era , but m essentials it was probably 
as Donn Byrne saw it For when he was about 
jtwenty-two he quitted Ireland and went back to 
America vr and presently made his way to Buenos 
Aires to get married His wife is the well-known 
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dramatist Dolly Byrne, who wrote, with the actress 
Gilda Varesi, the delightful comedy “ Enter 
Madame which has *had long runs in London 
and in New York 

It was during this second sojourn in the States 
that Donn Byrne settled down seriously to literary 
work He says he began by contributing to Ameri¬ 
can magazines some of the world’s worst poetry, 
which he has never collected into a volume , but 
he is given to talking lightly of his own doings and 
you cannot take him at his own valuation One of 
the poems, at least, on the San Francisco earthquake, 
appropriately enough, made something of a noise 
and was reprinted in the United Irishman^ but 
Ireland had not then become such a furious 
storm-centre and an earthquake was still enough 
to excite it Before long he was making a con¬ 
siderable reputation with his short stories, and a 
collection of these, “ Stories Without Heroes ”, 
was his first book 

But he will tell you he does not like that book 
and will net have it reprinted He says the same 
about his first novel, “ The Stranger’s Banquet ”, 
though It met with a very good reception and had 
a sale that many successful authors would envy 
Then followed in succession three novels that are 
ori|;tnal enough in style and idea and fine enough 
in to establish the reputation of any man— 


57 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


“ The Wind Bloweth “ Messer Marco Polo 
and “ The Foolish Matrons These were all 
written and published in America, and America 
knew how to appreciate them The third enjoyed 
such a vogue that we became aware of him in Eng¬ 
land, and the second, then the first, in quick suc¬ 
cession, were published in this country, and “ The 
Foolish Matrons ” is, at this writing, about to make 
Its appearance here also And with his new-won 
fame Donn Byrne came home and is settled among 
his own people—unless a wandering fit has taken 
him again before this can be printed 

The beauty and charm of that old-time romance 
of the great Venetian adventurer, “ Messer Marco 
Polo ”, are not easily defined , different ciitics tried 
to shape a definition of it by calling it fascinating, 
fantastic, clever, witty, strangely beautiful, a thing 
for laughter and icais, and I think they were all 
light , and that the book owes its success as much 
to the racy humour, the vision and emotional power 
with which it IS written as to the stir and excite¬ 
ment of the story itself Half the books you read, 
even when they greatly interest you, have a certain 
coldness in them as if they had been built up from 
the outside and drew no warmth from the hearts 
of their writers , but “ Messer Marco Polo ” glows 
and is. dive with personality, it is not written after 
the manner of any school, but is as ea^r, 
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vital, human feeling as if the author had magically 
distilled himself into it,and were speaking from its 
pages 

That IS part of the seciet, too, of the chaim of 
his more realistically romantic “ The ind Blowtth ” 
You are conMnced, as you read, that those early 
chapters telling how the boy Shant gets a holiday 
on his thirteenth biithday and goes alone iTp in^ 
the mountains to set the Dancing Towm in the haze 
over the sea, aie a memory of his own boyhood in 
Ireland From the peace and lantasy ot that begin¬ 
ning in the Ulster hills, from an unsympathetic 
mother and his tw'o quaint, lovable uncles, Shane, 
at his own aidcnt desire, goes to knock about the 
woild as a seafarer, and, always with the simplicity 
and idealism of his boyhood to lead and mislead 
him, is by-and by tricked into marrying the cold 
southern Irish gii 1 who dies after a year or so, and, his 
love for her having died before, he can feel no grief 
but only a strange dumb wonder Then, w^hile 
his trading ship is at Marseilles, he meets the beauti¬ 
ful, piteous Claire-Annc, and their lawless, perfect 
love ends in tiagedy After another interval, comes 
the episode ot his charming little Moslem wife, 
and he loses her because he never understands 
that she loves him not for his strength but for his 
weillbtess. Thnce he meets with disillusion, but 
simplicity, his idealism throughout, and 
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IS never really disillusioned , and it is when he is 
in Buenos Aires again that^the kind, placid, large- 
hearted “ easy ” Swedish woman, Hedda Hagen, 
gives him the truth, and makes clear to him what 
she means when she says, “ No, Shane, I don’t 
think you know much about women ” 

And it IS not till his hair is greying that he arrives 
•Hi the’true romance and the ideal happiness at last 
The story is neither planned nor wTitten on con¬ 
ventional lines , you sense the tang of a brogue m 
its nervous English, which is continually flowering 
into exquisite ftlicitics of phrase, and it lays bare 
the heart and mind of a man with a most sensitive 
understanding It is a sort of Pilgrim’s Progress, 
and Shane Campbell is a desperately human pilgrim, 
who drifts into danger and disasters, and stumbles 
often, before he drops his burden and finds his way, 
or is led by strange influences, into the City Beautiful 
I daresay Donn Byrne will laugh to discover that 
1 have put him among the gods , he is that sort of 
man But it is possible for others to know him 
better than he knows himself Abou Ben Adhem 
was surprised, you recollect, when he noticed that 
Gabriel had recorded his name so high in the hst 
of those that were worthy , and though I am no 
Gabriel I know a hawk from a handsaw when the 
wind isrtn the right quarter. 
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The lives of most modern poets would make-father 
tame writing, which is possibly why so much 
modern poetry makes rather tame reading It is 
a pleasant enough thing to go from a Public School 
to a University, then come to London, unlock at 
once a few otherwise difficult doors with the open 
sesame of effective introductions, and settle down 
to a literary career , but it leaves one with a narrow 
outlook, a limited range of ideas, little of personal 
experience to write about Fortunately W H. 
Davies never enjoyed these comfortable disadvan¬ 
tages He did not come into his kingdom by any 
nicely paved highroads, but over rough ground, by 
thorny ways that, however romantic they may seem 
to look back upon, must have seemed hard and 
bitter and sufficiently hopeless at times while he 
was struggling through them 

There is nothing to say of his schooling, except 
it amounted to little and was not good , but 
he learned more by meeting the hard f^ts of 
Jby desultory reading than any master cdtdd 

63 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


have taught him. Born at Newport, Monmouth¬ 
shire, in 1870, he was put to the picture-frame 
making trade, and went from that to miscellaneous 
farm work But work, he once confessed to me, is 
among the things for which he has never had a 
passion, and a legacy from a grandfather gave him 
an interval of liberty This grandfather, with a 
sensil^e foresight, left him only a small sum in ready 
cash, but, in addition, the interest on an investment 
that produced a steady eight shillings a week With 
the cash Davies went to America, and saw as much 
of that country as he could as long as the money 
lasted Then he subdued his dislike of manual 
labour and did odd jobs on fruit farms , wearied 
of this and went on tramp, and picked up much 
out-of-the-way knowledge of the world and of men 
from the tramps he fell in with during his roamings 
Presently, he got engaged as a hand on a cattle-boat, 
and as such made several voyages to England and 
back 

At length, getting back to America just when the 
gold rush for Klondyke was at its height, he was 
seized with a yearning to go north and try his luck 
as a digger The price of that long journey being 
beyond his means, he followxd a common example 
and tried to “ jump a train, fell under the wheels 
in the^ttempt and was so badly injured that he lo^ 
^fbot in that enterpnse and had to make a slow 
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recovery in hospital When he was well enough, his 
family sent out and carried him home into Wales 

But he could not be contented there Although 
he says himself that he became a poet at thirty-four 
(when his first book was published), the tact is, of 
course, he has been a poet all his life and through 
all his wanderings was storing up mcmoiics and 
impressions of nature and human nature that live 
again now in vivid lines and phrases of his verse and 
prose He had already written poems, and sent 
them to various periodicals in vain, and had a feeling 
that if he could be at the centre of things, in London, 
fortune and tame as a poet might be within his 
reach 

So to London he came, early in the century, and 
took up residence in a common lodging-house at 
Southwark, his eight shillings a week sufficing to 
pay his rent and keep him in food The magazines 
remaining obdurate, he collected his poems into 
a book, and started to look for a publisher But 
the publishers wxre equally uncncouraging, till he 
found one who was prepared to publish provided 
Davies contributed twenty pounds toward the cost of 
the adventure Satisfied that, once out, the book 
would quickly yield him profits, he i\sked the 
tij^stees who paid him his small dividends to advance 
t0,^i^inount and retain his income until they^ had 
themselves. They, however, beifig<* 
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worldly-wise, compromised by saying that if he 
would do without his dividends for some six 
months, when ten pounds would be due, they 
would pay him that sum and advance a further 
ten, paying him no more till the second ten was 
duly refunded 

This offer he accepted , and he tramped the 
^counVry as a pedlar, selling laces, needles and pins, 
and occasionally singing in the streets for a temporary 
livelihood When the si\ months were past he 
returned to London, took up his old quarters at the 
lodging-house, drew the twenty pounds, and before 
long “ The Soul’s Destroyer and Other Poems ” 
made its appearance But so far from putting money 
in his purse, it was received with complete indiffer¬ 
ence Fifty copies went out for review, but not 
a single review was given to it anywhere No 
publisher’s name was on the title page, but an 
announcement that the book was to be had, for 
half-a-crown, “ of the Author, Farmhouse, Marshal- 
sea Road, S E ”, and possibly this conveyed an 
impression of unimportance that resulted in its 
remaining unread After a week or so, seeing him¬ 
self with no money coming in for the next few 
months, the author became desperate He compiled^ 
from “ Who’s Who ”, at a public library, a list, of 
people who might be expected to take an inter^ .in^ 
poetry, and posted a copy of his book to ^<?h. 
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a request that, if it seemed worth the money, he 
would remit the half-qj'own 

One of the earliest went to a journalist who was, 
in those days, connected with the Daily Mail He 
read it at once and recognised that though there 
were crudities and even doggerel in it, there was 
also in it some of the freshest and most magical 
poetry to he found in modern books Mingled with 
grimly realistic pictures of life and character in the 
doss-house were songs of the field and the wayside 
written with all Clare’s minute knowledge of nature 
and with something of the imagination and music 
of Blake Being a journalist, he did not miss the 
significance of this hook issuing from a common 
lodging-house (and one, hy the way, that is de¬ 
scribed in a sketch of Dickens’), could easily read 
a good deal of the poet’s story between the lines of 
his poems, promptly forwarded his remittance and 
asked Davies to meet him Not sure that he would 
be welcome at the doss-house, he suggested a rendez¬ 
vous on the north of London Bridge, and a few 
evenings later the meeting came about at Finch’s, 
a tavern in Bishopsgate Street Within “ To help 
you to identify me,” Davies had written, “ I will 
have a copy of my book sticking out of my pocket ” , 
aH^ there he was—a short, sturdy young man, un- 
tqf^iMmcative at first, as shj as a squirrel, bright- 
lioft of speech, and with a general air about ^ 
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him of some woodland creature lost and uneasy in 
a place of crowds By degrees his shyness dimin¬ 
ished, and in the course of a two hours* session in 
that bar he unfolded the whole of his story without 
reserve Then said the journalist, “If I merely 
review your book it will not sell a dozen copies, but 
if you will let me combine with a review' an absolutely 
^frank'narrative of your career I have an idea we can 
rouse public interest to some purpose ** 

This permission being given, such an article duly 
appeared in the news eolumns of the Daily Mail^ 
and the results were more astonishing than anyone 
could have foreseen Not only did the gentle 
reader begin to send in money for copies, but ladies 
called at the doss-house and left At Home cards 
which their recipient was much too reticent to act 
upon Editors who had ignored and probably lost 
their leview copies sent postal orders for the 
book and lauded it in print, illustrated papers sent 
photographers and interviewers , a part) of critics, 
having now bought and read the poems, made a 
pilgrimage to the Farmhouse, and departed to write 
ot the man and his poetry After a second article 
in the Mail had recounted these and other astonish¬ 
ing happenings, a literary agent wrote urging Daviea 
to entrust him with all his remaining copies ati4 
coujti sell them for him at half-a-guinea and a 
'S^ece, 
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His advice was taken, and the last of the edition 
of five hundred copic^ went off quickly at these 
prices So enriched, the poet quitted his lodging- 
house and v\ent home into Wales for a holiday, and 
while there began the first of his prose hooks, “ The 
Autobiography of a Super-'lVainp ”, which was 
published in 1908 with an introduction by George 
Bernard Shaw Meanwhile, Davies had v/ritter^ 
two other volumes of verse, and his lecognition as 
one of the truest, most individual of living lyrists 
was no longer in doubt Mr Shaw notes of his 
prose that it has not the academic eoirectncss dear 
to the Perfect Commercial Letter Writei, but is 
“ worth reading b> literary experts for its style 
alone ” , and much the same may be said of his 
poetry It is not flawless, but its faults arc curiously 
m harmony with its unstudied simplicity and often 
strangely heighten the beauty of thought and lan¬ 
guage to which his verses flowei as carelessly as if 
he thought and said his finest things by accident 
He has the countryman’s intimacy with nature— 
not for nothing did he woik on farms, tramp the 
open roads, sleep under the naked sky - knows all 
her varying moods, has observed trivial significances 
in her that the deliberate student ovei looks , and he 
leiistes of her with an Elizabethan candour and 
and a natural, simple diction that is an art 
l&Mnidaworth. He has made a selection from his«» 
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several volumes in a Collected Edition, but has 
published other verse since For some years 
aftei his success he lived in London, but never 
seemed at home , he has no liking for streets and 
shrinks from crowds , and now has withdrawn again 
into the country, where our ultra modern Georgian 
poets who, despite the fact that he is in the tradition 
pf the great lyrists of the past, were constrained to 
embrace him as one of themselves, are less likely 
to infect him with their artifices 
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Except in the personal sense—and the charm of his 
gracious personality would surely surround him* 
with friends, whether he wanted them or not— 
Walter de la Mare is, like Hardy, a lonely figure in 
modern English poetry—no other poet of our time 
has a place more notably apart from his contem¬ 
poraries You might almost read an allegory of this 
aloofness into his “ Myself ” 

“ There is a garden grey 
With mists of raitumntide , 

Ijnde the giant boughs, 

Stretched green on every side, 

" Along the lonely paths, 

A little child like me, 

With face, with hands like mine, 
inlays ever silently 

“ And I am there alone 
Forlornly silently, 

Pitivs in tlie evening garden 
Myself with me " 

one knows he is happy enough and not 
his aloneness You may trace, perhaps, 
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here and there in his verse elusive influences of 
Coleridge, Herrick, Poe, th^ songs of Shakespeare, 
or, now and then, in a certain brave and good use 
of colloquial language, of T E Brown, but such 
influences are so slight and so naturalised into his 
' own distinctive manner that it is impossible to link 
him up with the past and say he is descended from 
any ^predecessor, as Tennyson was from Keats. 
More than with any earlier poetry, his verse has 
affinities with the prose of C harles Lamb—of the 
Lamb who wrote the tendti, wistful “ Dream- 
Children ” and the elvishly grotesque, serious- 
humorous “ New Year’s Eve ”—who was sensitively 
wise about witches and night-fears, and could tell 
daintily or playfully of the little people, fairy or 
mortal But the association is intangible , he is 
more unlike Lamb than he is like him And when 
you compare him with poets of his day there is none 
that resembles him , he is alone in his garden. He 
has had imitators, but they have failed to imitate 
him, and left him to his solitude 
It IS true, as Spenser has it, that 

" sheep herd together, eagles fly alone," 

and he has this in common with the lord of the ai|'t 
that he has never allied himself with any groups*^ 
literary chques , yet his work is so authentic, 
so modern, so free of the idiosyncrasies iiw 
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period, that our self-centred, self-conscious school 
of ** new ” poets, habitpally intolerant of all who 
move outside their circle, are constrained to keep a 
door wide open for him and are glad to have him 
sitting down with them in their anthologies 

But he did not enter into his own promptly, or 
without fighting for it He was born in 1873 , and 
had known nearly twenty years of • ^ 

“ that dry drudgery at the desk's dead wood " 

m a city office, before he shook the dust of such 
business from his feet and began to win a livelihood 
as a free-lance journalist One is apt to speak of 
journalism as if it were an exact calling, like that of 
the watchmaker , but “ journalism ” is a portman¬ 
teau word which embraces impartially the unin¬ 
spired records of the junior reporter and the 
delightful social essays and sketches of Robert Lynd , 
the witty gossip of a “ Beachcomber ”, and the dull 
but very superior oracles of a J A Spender Not 
any of these, but reviewing was the branch of this 
trade to which de la Mare devoted himself, and his 
reviews in the Saturday Westminstery Bookmany 
Times Literary Supplementy and elsewhere, clothed 
80 fine a critical faculty in the distinction* of style 
betrays his hand in all he has written that, his 
^^1||tation growing accordingly, the reviewer for 
overshadowed the poet, for though he did 
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much of It anonymously his work could be identified 
by the discerning as easily 7 S can the characteristic, 
unsigned paintings ot a master 

Too often, m such a case, the journalist ends by 
destroying the author , dulls his imagination, dissi¬ 
pates his moods, replaces his careless raptures with 
a mechanical efficiency, makes him a capable 
craffsman, and unmakes him as an artist But 

* 

de la Male seems to have learned how to put his 
heart into journalism without letting journalism get 
into his heart , I have seen no review of his that has 
the mark of the hack upon it, his mind was not, 
“ like the dj'crs hand ” subdued to what it worked 
m Fleet Street might echo his tread, but his spirit 
was away on other roads in a world that was beyond 
the jurisdiction of editors He was not seeking to 
set up a home in that wilderness, but w^as all the 
while quietly paving a way out of it , and in due 
season he has left it behind him 

A good deal of what he wrote then bore the 
donym of “ Walter Ramal ”, a transparent anag i, 
and throughout those dajs he went on contribuw g 
poems, st*^' les, prose fantasies to Corn hill, he 
English Review^ and other periodicals In 1902 he 
had published “ Songs of Childhood ”, a first revela¬ 
tion of his exquisite genius for wTiting quaint nursery 
rhymes, dainty, homely, faery lyrics and 
that can fascinate the mind of a child, or of 
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has not forgotten liis childhood—a genius that 
flowered to perfection clfven ycais Liter in “ Peacock 
Pie” 

“ Henry Brocken ” (1904) showed another side 
of his gift It IS a stoiy —you cannot call it a novel— 
that takes ^ou travelling inU a land unknown to 
the map-makers, that is iiiliiL ted by people who 
have never lived and will ncvei d* \ou go With 
BrocLcn over a wild moor and meet with Words- * 
V ^Mill’s Lucy Gra)( , you go fuithci to hold con- 
ver^^ with Poe’s Annabel Lee, with K( its’s Belle 
Dame, with Chailotto Bronte’s Jane b>yi , with 
Swift’s (iiillivcr, with l.ady Macbeth, Bottom, 
di^jnia, with folk liom tnc “Pilgrim’s Progress”, 
rd main another It is all a not ot fancy and 
pietrv in piose, with an undercurrent of shrewd 
oTi*" .atary that adds a critical value to its appeal 

iS 1 V 

'Plr beJi, individual note is as pi evading m all 
IS in Ills verse It is in the prose and verse 
In >f]ith(, w liimsiuil talc for children, “ The Two 
lod'-Mulgar and in that ccric, bizarre novel, 

1 t Rctuin ’’-where, tailing asleep b^ the grave 
ot /’ci ^abathier, Arthur J^avvford goes home to find 
his family do not know him, for, as he slept, the dead 
tuan’^ spirit had subtly taken possession of him and 
trans^.*rmed his w'hole appearance And the spiritual 
adventures through which Lawford has to pass 
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before he can break that grim dominance and be 
restored to himself are unftolded with a delicate art 
that never over-stresses the beauty or significance 
of them 

By common consent, however, de la Mare’s prose 
masterpiece is “ The Midget ” One can think of 
no other present-day author who might have 
handled succcsslully so outre a theme , yet the 
whole conception is as natural to de la Mare’s pecu¬ 
liar genius as it would be alien to that of any of hiS 
contemporaries, and he fashions his story of the little 
lady, mature and sane in mind and perfect in body, 
but so small that she could stand in the palm of an 
average hand, into a novel, a fable, a romance—call 
It what you will—of rare charm and interest The 
midget’s dwarfish, deformed lover, and the more 
normal characters—Waggett, Percy Maudlin, Mrs 
Bowater, Pollic- are drawn realistically and with 
fleeting touches of humour, and while you can read 
the book for its story alone, the quiet laughter and 
pathos of It, as you can read Bemoan’s allegory, it is 
veined with inner meanings and a profound, sym¬ 
pathetic philosophy of life is implicit in the narrative* 

It was two years after his 1906 “ Poems ” appeared, 

I remember, that Edward Thomas first asked me if 
I knew much of Walter de la Mare, and, in 
voice and reticent, hesitating manner of his, 
to speak with an unwonted enthusiasm of the'lwl;' 
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he was doing Until then, I had read casually only 
casual things of de la Mare’s in the magazines, but 
I knew Thomas’s fine, fastidious taste m such 
matters, and that he was not given to getting enthu¬ 
siastic over what was merely good in an ordinary 
degree, and it was not long before I was qualified to 
understand and respond to the warmth of his 
admiration The “ Poems ” were, with a few 
exceptions, more remarkable for what they promised 
than for what they achieved, but they had not a 
little of the unique magic that is in his “ Songs of 
Childhood ” , and “ The Listeners and Other 
Poems ” (1912), and “ Motley and Other Poems ” 
(1918) more than fulfilled this promise and brought 
him, at last, such general recognition that in 1920, 
after a lapse of eighteen years, his poems were 
gathered into a Collected Edition 

He began late, as poets go, for he was nearly 
thirty when his first book came out, and about forty 
before he began to be given his due place among the 
poets of his generation lie was so slow' in arriving 
because he came without noise, intiinsically uncon¬ 
ventional but not fussily shattering the superficial 
conventions of othcis, making no sensational ap¬ 
proach, not attempting to shock or to startle I 
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the orthodox war poetry than that strange, poignant 
lyric of his, “ The Fool Rings his Bells ”— 

"Come, D(cith, I'd luivc a word with thee, 

And thou, poor lnnoccnc> , 

And Lovt—a lad with broken wing , 

And Ihty, too 
J he ]"uol shall sing to }ou. 

As hools will sing " 

Its quamtness, sincerity, tenderness and grim fancy 
are spontaneously in keeping with the lovely or 
whimsical diearnings, the wizardries and hovering 
music of his happier songs He may not have lived 
m seclusion, unfretted by the hard facts of existence, 
but the world has never been too much with him, 
so he can still hear the horns of clfland blowing 
over an earth that remains for him 

"a inagica] garden with rivers and bowcis,” 

haunted by fays and gnomes, dryads and fawns and 
the witchery and enchantment that have been in 
dusky woods, in misty fields, in twilight and mid¬ 
night places since the beginning of time Howbeit, 
even the ghostly atmosphere of “ The Listeners ” 
IS pierced with a cry that is not of the dead, for in hiS 
farthest flights of fantasy he is not out of touch with 
nature and human nature, and it is a glowing love 
of these at the heart of his darkling visions 
gossamer imaginings that gives them life and’^^® 
keep them alive. 
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If Sir Arthur Conan Doyle were more of a conven- ^ 
tional man of letters—had he been just “ a book m 
breeches/’ as Sydney Smith said Macaulay was— 
it would not be so difficult to know where to make 
a beginning when one sits down to write of him 
But no author could be farther from being “ all 
author ”, he is much too keenly interested in life 
to do nothing but write about it, and probably 
shares Byron’s scorn of ** the mighty stir made about 
scribbling and scribes,” and his preference of doers 
to writers He has read much, but lived more, as 
a novelist ought to, giving freely of his time and 
thought and sympathy to lives outside his own 
He has no fretful little moods of morbidity, cynicism, 
pessimism, but is essentially a big man and writes 
always like himself, with a complete freedom from 
affectation, a naturalness, a healthy vigour and 
breadth of outlook that cannot be developed within 
i?'^he four walls of a study 

&^^&iractenstic of himself, I think, is this reflection 
Tragedy of the Korosko ” : ” When you 
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see the veil of cruelty which nature wears, try and 
peer through it, and >ou \^11 sometimes catch a 
glimpse of a very homely, kindly face behind 
And this, which he puts into the mouth of Lord 
Roxton, in “ The Lost World “ There are times, 
young fellah, when every one of us must make a 
stand for human right and justice, or you never feel 
^clean again ” 

You may depend he felt that time had come for 
him when he took up the cudgel for George Ldalji 
and would not rest or be silent till the ease had been 
reopened and Edalji proved innocent and set at 
liberty , it came again when he threw everything 
else aside to render patriotic services in the Boer 
War (which were to some extent recognised by the 
accolade), and again in the later and greater war; 
It came for him wLcn he resolutely championed the 
cause oi the martyred natives in the Belgian Congo ; 
when, believing in Oscar Slater’s innocence, he 
wrote a masterly review of the evidence against him 
and strove to have him rc-tned , and it came once 
more when, iisking his reputation and in defiance 
of the ridicule he knew he would have to face, he 
openly confessed himself a believer in spiritualism 
and has persisted in that unorthodoxy until he ha$ , 
become one of the most powerful and insistent 
its apostles 

These and other such activities may seem 
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a consideration of Doyle’s work m literature, but 
they are not, any more than are his medical know¬ 
ledge or his love of sport, for you find their influence 
everywhere in his books There were ghosts in his 
fiction before ever he began to raise them at tho 
seance Some find it hard to square his absorption m 
spiritualism with his robust personality, witl> the 
sane philosophy of his stories, and the fact that he* 
is so much a man of action, a lover of the open air 
and all the wholesome human qualities that keep a 
writer’s blood sound and prevent his ink from getting 
muddy and slow But it is just these circumstances 
that add weight to his testimony as a spiritualist, 
he IS no di earner predisposed to believe in psychic 
phenomena , he is a stolid, shrewd man of 
affairs who wants to look inside and see how 
the wheels go round before he can have faith m 
anything 

He has played as strenuously as he has worked 
He has tasted delight of battle with his peers at 
football, cricket, golf, he has made balloon and 
aeroplane ascents, introduced ski-ing into the 
Grison division of Switzerland , did pioneer work 
in the opening up of miniature rifle ranges ; can 
, hold his own with the foils and is * a formidable 
|J:joxcr ; he is a fisherman in the largest sense, for he 
been whaling in the Arctic Seas, he used to ride 
and is a good shot, but has a hearty hatred 
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of all sport that involves the needless killing of birds 
or animals 


Born at Edinburgh, in 1859, Conan Doyle com¬ 
menced writing tales of adventure when he was 
about SIX, and it was natural that he should illustrate 
these with drawings of his own, for he was born 
into% a very atmosphere and world of art His 
grandfather, John Doyle, was the well-known 
political caricaturist who for over thirty years con¬ 
cealed his identity under the initials “ H B ” , his 
father, Charles Doyle, and three of his uncles were 
artists, one being that Richard Doyle whose name 
is inseparably associated with the early days of 
Punch The remarkable watercolours of Chailes 
Doyle, which I have seen, have a graceful fantasy 
that remind one of the work of Richard Doyle, but 
at times they have a gnmness, a sense of the eene 
and the terrible that lift them bejond anything that 
the Punch artist ever attempted , and you find this 
same imaginative force, this same bizarre sense of the 
weird and tenible in certain of the stones of Charles 
Doyle’s son—in “ The Hound of the Baskervilles ’*, 
in some of the shorter Sherlock Holmes tales, in 


many of the “ Round the Fire ” stones and in 
some of those in “ Round the Red Lamp.” 

In 1881, by five years of medical studentship 
Edinburgh University, Doyle secured his diploi^$ 
and, after a voyage to West Afnca, started 
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medical practitioner at Southsea* But all through 
his student days he was giving his leisure to literary 
work, and in one of the professors at Edinburgh, 
Dr Joseph Bell, a man of astonishing analytical and 
deductive powers, he found the original from whom, 
in due season, Sherlock Holmes was to be largely 
drawn His first published story, a Kaffir rom-wice, 
appeared, like Hardy’s, in Chamber's Journal That • 
was in 1878, and it brought him three guineas , 
but It was not until nine years later, when “ A Study 
in Scarlet ” came out in Beeton^s Annual for 1887, 
that Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson made their 
first appearance in print, and laid the foundation of 
his success 

During ten years of hard work as medical student 
and practitioner Doyle had gone through the usual 
experience of the literary beginner , he had suffered 
innumerable rejections, had contributed short stories 
to Cornhtlly Temple Baty Belgravia and other maga¬ 
zines, never in any year earning with his pen more 
than fifty pounds His first long novel, that brilliant 
romance of the Monmouth rebellion, “ Micah 
Clarke ”, after being rejected on all hands, was sent 
to Longmans and accepted for them by Andrew 
Lang, whom Sir Arthur looks upon as one of his 
fUterary godfathers , James Payn, who encouraged 
in Comhtll being the other 
* Micah Clarke ” was followed in the same year 
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(1889) by another Sherlock Holmes story, “ The 
Sign of Four In 1890 Chatto & Windus pub¬ 
lished The Firm of Girdlestone ”, and “ The 
White Company ” began to run serially in Cornhtll 
Then it was that, taking his courage in both hands, 
Sir Arthur resigned his practice at Southsea and 
cam'' to London He practised there for a while 
^ as an eye specialist, but the success of those two 
last books decided him to abandon medicine and 
devote himself wholly to literature 

He has written a score or so of novels and volumes 
of short stories since then , one—and an admirable 
one—of literary criticism, “ The Magic Door ”, 
two of verse , a History of the Boer War, and three 
or four volumes embodying his gospel and experi¬ 
ences as a spiritualist This is to say nothing of his 
plays—“ A Story of Waterloo ”, the Sherlock Holmes 
dramas, and the rest 

“ Sir Nigel ” and “ The White Company ” are, 
in his own opinion, “ the least unsatisfactory ” of 
all his books, which is to put it modestly I would 
not rank the latter below such high English histoncal 
romances as “ The Cloister and the Hearth ” and 
“ Esmond ”, and think it likely Doyle will be remem¬ 
bered for this and “ Sir Nigel ”, and perhaps “ 

Clarke ”, long after the sensational, more resoundinj^ 
popular Sherlock Holmes books have fallen into 
background Howbeit, for the present, 
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getting away from the amazing Sherlock , not only is 
he the most vivid and outstanding of all Sir Arthur’s 
creations, but no other novelist of our time has been 
able to breathe such life and actuality into any of his 
puppets 

Not since Pickwick was born has any char¬ 
acter m fiction taken such hold on the popujar 
imagination, so impressed the million with a sense 
of his reality He is commonly spoken of as a 
living person , detectives are said to have studied 
his methods, and when it was announced that he 
was about to retire into private life and devote him¬ 
self to bee-keeping, letters poured in, most of them 
addressed to “ Sherlock Holmes, Esq ”, care of 
Conan Doyle, expressing regret at this decision, 
offering him advice in the making and managing of 
his apiaries, and not a few applying for employment 
in his service It is on record, too, that a party of 
French schoolboys, sight-seeing in London, were 
asked which they wished to see first—the Tower or 
Westminster Abbey, and unanimously agreed that 
they would prefer to go to Baker Street and see 
the rooms of Mr Sherlock Holmes 

As for the imitators who have risen to compete 
him—they are so many there is no guessing 
^ff-hand at their number, their assiduity has 
j^bi^ht into being a recognized Sherlock Holmes 
^S&M^toryi and though some of them have been 
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popular, none of them has rivalled the original 
either in popularity or ingenuity 

Obviously, then, for his own generation Doyle is, 
above everything else, the creator of that unique 
detective Bui with him, as with Ulysses, it is not 
too late to seek a newer world, and he may yet do 
what nobody has done and fashion from his latter- 
day experiences a great novel of spiritualism. 
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From his essays and some of his poems you gather 
an idea that John Dnnkwater was cradled into 
poetry by natural inclination but grew to maturity 
in It by deliberate and assiduous study of his art. 
He set out with a pretty definite idea of the poet’s 
mission, which is, he lays it down in one of his 
essays, “ not to express his age, but to express him¬ 
self ” , and though he has largely lived up to that 
gospel, he has from time to time gone beyond it 
and, perhaps unwittinglj, expressed his age as well. 
He subscribes to Coleridge’s rather inadequate 
definition of poetry as “ the best words in the best 
order,” but improves upon it elsewhere by insisting 
that they shall be pregnant and living words. He 
has all along taken himself and his function with 
a certain high seriousness, believing it was for him 
and his fellow artists to awaken the soul of the world, 
"'and conceiving of himself and them as beset on 
^l^ry side by “ prejudice, indifference, positive 
misrepresentation, a total failure to under- 
purposes and the power of art.” 
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There may be a touch of exaggeration in all this, 
but It IS the lack of somfi such intense belief in 
themselves that makes so many of our modern poets 
trivial and ineffective, and the possession of it that 
gives a sincerity and meaning to much of Drink- 
water’s verse and atones for the austerity and 
conscientious labour with which he fashions the 
lofty rhyme after the manner of a builder rather 
than of a singer But there is magic in his building, 
and if he has not often known the rapture of spon¬ 
taneous singing he has known the quiet, profounder 
joy of really having something to say and, as Alex¬ 
ander Smith says, the joy, while he shaped it into 
words, of 

“ Sitting the silent term of stars to watch 
Your own thought passing into beauty, hke 
An earnest mother watching the hist smile 
Dawning upon her sleeping infant's face. 

Until she cannot see it for her tears ” 

During the twelve years in which he served as 
clerk in divers Assurance Companies, he was serving 
also his apprenticeship to the Muses His first 
book of verse, published in 1908, when he was 
twenty-six, contained little of distinction or of 
promise, and much the same may be said of his^ 
second If he was a born poet he was not 
ready-made, and in those books he was still 
himself His third and fourth showed heMJltoj 
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succeeding in doing that, and when the best things 
in those first four were* gathered into one volume, 
in 1914, it was recognised that not merely a new but 
an authentic poet had arrived One might have 
recognised that if this little collection had contained 
nothing but the four poems, “ January Dusk 
“ In Lady Street Reckoning ”, and “ A Prayer ”, 
in which he has finely expressed so much of himseff, 
his own outlook and aspirations . 

" Lord, not for light m darkness do we pray, 

Not that the veil be lifted from oiir eyes. 

Nor that the slow ascension of our day 
Be otherwise 

Not for a clearer vision of the things 
Whereof the fashioning shall make us great, 

Nor for remission of the perils and stings 
Of time and fate 

Grant us the will to fashion as we feel, 

Grant us the strength to labour as we know, 

Grant us the purpose, ribbed and edged with steel, 
To btnke the blow 

Knowledge we ask not—knowledge Thou hast lent, 
■Rut, Lord, the will—there lies our bitter need. 

Give us to build above the deep intent 
Ihc deed the deed ” 

■M 

| ,^He has little of the delicate fantasy, the eerie 
i^oaphere, the gracious humour of Walter de la 
^^e, ,and Uttle of the gnm^ stark realism of Wilfrid 
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Gibson He cannot write of the squalors of a 
Birmingham street, with its trams a^ fried-fish and 
rag shops without touching it to loveliness in the 
dreams of the old greengrocer who, among the 
colours and scents of his apples, marrows, cabbages, 
mushrooms and gaudy chrysanthemums, sees the 
sun shining on lanes he had known in Gloucester¬ 
shire And when he takes a slight and elusive 
theme that can only be made to dance to the airiest 
pipings It dies on his hands and is cold and stiff and 
formal, an embodied idea that should have been 
a thing all music and light or it is nothing Drink- 
water’s genius IS more didactic, descriptive, narrative 
than lyrical He is heavy and not happy on the 
wing , he is more at home when he feels the earth 
under his feet, and walking in the Cotswolds or in 
the streets of the city it is the visible life and beauty 
around him, the human joys and griefs, strivings 
and visions in which he can share that are his surest 


sources of inspiration 

There is enough dramatic and rhetorical power 
in several of his poems — in “ Eclipse ”, “ Un¬ 
crowned ”, “ Reckoning ”, “A Prayer ”—to make 
It nothing stiangc that he should turn to the stage. 
Moreover, he is more prophet than minstrel, 


preacher than singer, and though the dogmas 
has formulated about art and ** we** who 
artists, with the claim that the renewal of the 
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rests with “us,” may seem confident and self- 
assertive, he IS a'^ery mtedest egoist and, I think, of 
a sort that must have felt he could express himself 
with greater freedom and force through the medium 
of imaginary characters than in his own person 
Anyhow, in his early days, he joined in founding 
the Pilgrim Players who have since developed into 
the Birmingham Repertory Theatre, and he pro¬ 
ceeded to write plays to be produced there under 
his own direction These were written in blank 
verse—“ Cophetua ”, “ Rebellion ” (not without 
hints of his practical idealism, for all its romance), 
the three one-act pieces he published in one volume 
with the title of “ Pawns ”, the best of which is that 
poignantly dramatic sketch “ The Storm ”—and they 
gave him the beginnings of a reputation as dramatist, 
but none of them was particularly successful from 
a business point of view , and even later “ Mary 
Stuart ” was not that By some irony of circum¬ 
stance, after devoting his life whole-heartedly to 
poetry he scored his first big success with a play 
that was done in prose, and the success of “ Abraham 
Lincoln ” was so big and so immediate that it 
earned him straightway into a full tide of popularity 
W both sides of the Atlantic 
r If doubt whether anybody who read it can have 
IpaVfS^n for “ Abraham Lincoln ” such a triumphant 
You might say it is completely artless, 
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or most subtly artistic m design and workmanship 
with an equal chance of b^ng right Its structure 
is so simple, its dialogue cast in such natural, every¬ 
day language that you easily may overlook its bold 
originality of invention, overlook that it ignores 
theatrical technique and traditions and in the quietest 
way makes a drastically new departure It is a 
chronicle play, but attempts none of the beauty and 
harmony of poetry that clothes the chronicle plays 
of Shakespeare in magnificence, nor is it alive with 
incident as his, nor even knitted up into a continuing 
story It IS a chronicle play in the barest meaning 
of the term , the dialogue is pieced out, where 
possible, with Lincoln’s recorded sayings , each 
scene presents an event in his career , there are 
more committee and cabinet meetings than exciting 
episodes, far more talk than action throughout. 
Yet because of the essential nobility of Lincoln's 
character, his unique personality, his quaintnesses, 
his biave honesty of thought and intention, this 
unadorned presentment of the man and his doings 
becomes curiously impressive, profoundly moving— 
the more so since it strove to reincarnate what had 
happened with an exact and naked realism un*' 
heightened by thejconventional artifice and tricks 
the stage The whole thing gained somett^^ 
undoubtedly by being produced in 1918 
shadow of the Great War that was upon us 


98 



JOHN DRINKWATER 


a topical significance tf Lincoln’s heroic struggle 
with the south, his passion for freedom, his humani¬ 
tarian but practical attitude toward war m general 
His vision and his ideals were at that time those of 
the better part of our own people , the play largely 
voiced the minds of the multitudes that crowded to 
see It, so that in writing “ Abraham Lincoln 
despite his artistic faith, Dnnkw^atcr was expressing 
his age no less than himself 

Already he has had imitators , his method looked 
too easy not to be imitated , but it must be harder 
than It looks for none of them has succeeded Per¬ 
haps he cannot do it twice himselt, foi his “ Oliver 
Cromwell ”, fashioned on similar lines, docs not, 
in my thinking, leveal so true and convincing a 
portrait of the man Nearly ten yeais earlier 
Dnnkwater ha (1 tried his hand on the great Pro¬ 
tector in a blank verse poem sympathetically and 
dramatically conceived but not altogether rising to 
the height of its subject Like ” Abraham Lincoln ”, 
the later “ Oliver Cromwell ” is a chronicle play, 
but he has allowed himself more latitude in this 
^than in that He has less warrant for some of his 


ijicidents , the pathos he introduces into Cromwell’s 
Btoc life IS occasionally just a trifle stagfey, and he 
sentimentalised Oliver himself, made him less 
sturdy, bluff, uncompromising Roundhead 
from his letters and speeches and the 
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researches of Carlyle , but \t is a vivid, vital piece 
of portraiture and so often ^catches the manner and 
spirit of the original as to leave a final impression of 
likeness in which its unlikelier aspects are lost 
I am told It does not act so well as it reads, but if it 
does not rival “ Lincoln on the boards one has to 
remember that it has not the advantage of timeliness 
that “ Lincoln ” had 

I have said nothing of John Drink water’s excur¬ 
sions into criticism , his studies of Swinburne and 
Morris, of “ The Lyric ”, ‘‘ The Way of Poetry ” , 
for what he has written about poetry and the drama 
is of small importance in comparison with the poetry 
and the dramas he has written As poet and 
dramatist he has developed slowly, and it is too soon 
yet to pass judgment on him Plenty of men spend 
their lives m trying vainly to live up to a brilliant 
first book, but he began without fireworks and has 
grown steadily from the start, and is still young 
enough not to have done growing 
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Had it been, as some believe it is, an irrevocable 
law that a man’s mind and temperament are naturally 
moulded by his early environment, Jeffery Farnol 
ought to have been an uncompromising realist 
Plenty of good things come out of Birmingham, but 
they are solid things , you would not suspect it was 
the native city of any pedlar who had nothing but 
dreams to sell 

Scott, Ballantyne and Stevenson were all born 
in Edinburgh, a very haunt of romance , Mayne 
Reid came from Ireland which, though Shakespeare 
does not seem to have known it, is where fancy is 
bred , Stanley Weyman hails from just such a 
quaint little country town as he brings into some of 
his stories , Manchester nursed Harrison Ainsworth, 
and even Manchester carries on business as usual 
against a shop-soiled background of fantasy and the 
black arts But Birmingham—well, Birmingham 
forgets that it was visited by the Normans and 
|jsacked by the Cavaliers , it has made itself new 
large and is as go-ahead and modern as the day 
to-morrow , a place of hard facts, factories, 
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practical efficiency, profitabib commerce, achieve¬ 
ment in iron and steel, and apparently has no use 
for fancy and imagination except on Sirictly business 
lines, when it manufactures idols for the heathen 
and jewellery that is not what it seems 

Nevertheless, a fig from a thorn, a grape from 
a Jihistle, in Birmingham Jcflfery Farnol was born, 
and it would not have been surprising if he had 
grown up to put present-day Birmingham and its 
people into his novels, as Arnold Bennett has put 
the Five Towns and their people into his , but 
instead of doing that he has perversely developed 
into one of the most essentially romantic of modern 
novelists He was writing stories when he was 
nineteen, and some of them found their way into 
the magazines For a while, feeling after a source 
of income, he coquetted with engineering, and there 
IS some romance in that, but not of the sort that 
could hold him He experimentalised in half r 
dozen trades and professions, and presently looked 
like becoming an artist with brush and pencil rather 
than with the pen In those uncertain years, when 
he was still dividing his leisure between writing 
tales and painting landscapes and drawing carica¬ 
tures, he came to London and spent his spare timet 
at the Westminster Art School, where the noW. 
distinguished Japanese artist, Yoshio Marldno*;r^|2^iii 
one of his fellow-pupils. 





JEFFERY FARNOL 

I 

Then, in 1902, he ^ut the painter in one sense, 
though not in another, and grown more enterprising 
went adventuring to America, where, having 
married the youngest daughter of Ilughson Hawley, 
the American scenic artist, he took to scene-paintmg 
himself and did it diligently for two years at the 
Astor Theatre, New York When he was not bu^y 
splashing colour on back-cloths, he was working 
^strenuously at the writing of fiction, and if his first 
"-ovel smacks somewhat of the conventions and 
artificialities of the theatre in whose atmosphere he 
evas livme, his second, “ The Broad Highway is 
- V a ’ ’ \ ill such influences and as breezily, 

'"obu the wholesome, tree air of the 

^ountrv ’ century England and the 

la^ive bpir; ‘ '« aS if he had never heard of 

ngha*n ( [ o illiin sight of a stage door 

» ith “ 'i'h( Bm »i Ilighw'ay ” he found himself 
once , hiil liL did not at once find a publisher 
it cncHJgh an author who has been 

' cted in 1 ngland lias been promptly received 
‘ open arms by a publisher and a public in 
V erica , then he has come home bringing his 
sheaves with him and been e\en more rapturously 
welcomed into the households and* circulating 
libianes of his penitent countrymen. But in FarnoFs 
case the process was reversed America would 
M none of “The Broad Highway*', her 


105 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


publishers returned it to him|time after tune, as they 
had returned “ Mr Tawnish ”, which he had put 
away m despair It had taken him two years to 
write what is nowadays the most popular of his 
books, and for three years it wandered round seeking 
acceptance or slept in his drawer between journeys, 
until he began to think it would never get out of 
manuscript into print at all 

It was looking travel worn and the worse for wear, 
and had been sleeping neglected in his drawer for 
some months, when his wife rescued it and, on the 
off chance, sent it over to England to an old friend 
of Farnol’s, who, having read it with enthusiasm, 
passed it on to Sampson Low & Co , and it came to 
pass that “ The Broad Highway ” was then published 
immediately and as immediately successful That 
was in 1910 , and in the same year Jeffery Farnol 
came back to his own country and settled in Kent, 
which has given him so many scenes for the best of 
his romances 

Strange, you may say, that a novel so wholly and 
peculiarly English should have been written so far 
away from its proper setting and in such unpro- 
pitious surroundings, especially while Farnol had 
all the glamorous adventure and lurid, living ro¬ 
mance of the American outlands waiting, as it were^J; 
at his elbow But 

" The mind is its own place, and in itself / 

Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven. 
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and an eighteenth century England of a twentieth 
century New York , otherwise he might have been 
among the pioneer revivalists of the riotously 
romantic novel of the Wild West Stranger still 
that when “ The Broad Highway ” recrosscd the 
ocean it was no longer rejected and had soon scored 
an even larger success with American than with 
English readers The magazines there opened 
their doors to the author without delay and made 
haste to secure the serial rights in his next stones 
before he had begun to think of them Within the 
next three years, “ The Money Moon and “ The 
Amateur Gentleman ” had increased and firmly 
established his reputation, and the earlier “ Mr 
Tawnish came out on the strength of their abound¬ 
ing popularity, which was more than strong enough 
to carry the tale of that elegant and honourable 
person much farther than it might have gone if it 
had not had such best sellers and long runners to 
set the pace for it 

Romance is Farnol’s native air, and he does not 
breathe happily in any other W hen he tells a story 
of the trousered, railway-ridmg life around him he 
ts hke a wizard who has turned from his spells and 
incantations to build with mundane .bricks and 

E ar instead of with magic—he does the ordinary 
; capably but in the ordinary way. “ The 
nicies of the Imp ” is an entertaining trifle, 
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and “ The Definite Object is a clever, exciting 
story of a young millionaire’s adventures in New 
York’s underworld, but they lack his distinctive 
touch, his individual manner , he is not himself in 
them He is the antithesis of Antaeus and renews 
himself when he reaches, not the solid earth, but 
the impalpable shores of old romance He can do 
wonders of picturesque realism with such charming 
latter-day fantasies as “ The Money Moon ”, but 
give him the knee-breechts or strapped pants and 
the open road and all the motley, thronging life of 
It in the gallant days of the Regency and he will 
spin you such virile, breezily masculine, joyously 
humorous romances as “ The Broad Highway ”, 
“ The Amateur Gentleman ” and “ Peregrine’s 
Progress ”, give him the hose and jerkin, the 
roistering merriment and lugged chivalries of the 
Middle Ages and he will weave you so glowing and 
lusty a saga as “ Beltane the Smith ” , and you will 
have far to go among recent books before you find 
more fascinating or more vigorously imaginative 
romances of piracy and stirring adventure on land 
and sea than “ Black Bartlemy’s Treasure ” and its 
sequel, “ Martin Conisby’s Vengeance ” 

He gives away the recipe for his best romance 
that talk between Peter Vibart and another waW 
farer which preludes “ The Broad Highway ” ; 

“ As I sat of an early summer mormng;iJ®^gH 
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shade of a tree, eating fried bacon with a tinker, 
the thought came to me that I might some day 
write a book of my own , a book that should 
treat of the roads and by-roads, of trees, and wind 
in lonely places, of rapid biooks and lazy streams, 
of the glory of dawn, the glow of evening, and the 
purple solitude of night, a book of wayside inns 
and sequestered taverns , a book of country things 
and ways and people And the thought pleased me 
much 

* But,’ objected the Tinker, for I had spoken my 
thought aloud, * trees and suchlike don’t sound very 
interestin’—leastways—not in a book, for after all a 
tree’s only a tree and an inn an inn , no, you must 
tell of other things as well ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said I, a little damped, ‘ to be sure there 
is a highwayman-’ 

‘ Come, that’s a little better * ’ said the Tinker 
encouragingly 

‘ Then,’ I wxnt on, ticking off each item on my 
fingers, * come Tom Cragg, the pugilist-’ 

* Better and better ’ ’ nodded the Tinker 

‘- a one-legged soldier of the Peninsula, an 

adventure at a lonely tavern, a flight through woods 
midnight pursued b> desperate villains, and— 
almost extraordinary tinker ’ ” 

tinker approves of all these things, but urges 
there must also be in the story blood, and 
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baronets, and, above all, love and plenty of it, and 
though Peter Vibart is doubtful about these ingred¬ 
ients because he lacks experience of them, as 
he goes on his journey he makes acquaintance with 
t]iem all, and they are all in the story before it ends 
The Tinker was only interpreting the passion for 
romance that is in Everyman when he pleaded for 
the inclusion of picturesque or emotional elements 
that Peter was for omitting, and the instant and 
continuing popularity of “ The Broad Highway ” 
shows that he was a correct interpreter 

Born no longer ago than 1878, Farnol is younger 
than that in everything but years If he is seldom 
seen in literary circles it is simply because the country 
draws him more than the town , he is the most 
sociable of men, and his intimates will tell you that 
the geniality, the warmth of teeling, the shrewd, 
humorous philosophy that are in his books are also 
in himself, that his love of romance is as genuine 
and inherent as every other sense belonging to him, 
and, consequently, when he sits to write on the 
themes that naturally appeal to him he merely 
follows Samuel Daniel’s counsel and dips his pen 
into his heart 
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In attempting a personal description of almost any 
living poet or novelist it is becoming such a customary 
thing to say he does not look in the least like an 
author that I am beginning to feel a consuming 
curiosity to know what an author looks like and what 
can cause him to look so entirely different from men 
of other professions that you can tell him for one 
at a glance In my own experience, the worst 
poetry nowadays is written by men of the most 
picturesquely poetical appearance, and the best by 
men who are stout, or bald, or of an otherwise 
commonplace or unattractive exterior Nor among 
the many literary persons I have met do I remember 
meeting even one novelist of genius who looked it 
How this myth of the ideal author, the splendid 
creature carrying his credentials in his face, came 
into being IS not within my knowledge An old 
Ijentleman of my acquaintance who had, in his time, 
jet eyes on Dickens assured me that he was an 
^gnificant little person who might have passed 
pT a retired sea-captain Thackeray rather 
^Igltibled a prize fighter who had gone flabby. 

with his paunch and massive beard 
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suggested the country squire Browning would not 
have seemed out of place as a bank manager, and 
though 1 ennyson was said to look a typical poet, 
he really looked much more like a typical stage 
brigand 

The fact is that while other trades and professions 
have developed recognisable characteristics in such 
as follow them, literature has naturally failed to do 
that For men are drawn into it from all sections 
of the community and there is no more reason that 
they should conform to a lamily likeness than that 
they should eaeh write the same kind of books 
They do not even, in appearance, live up to the 
books they write Stanley Weyman looks as un- 
romantic as Austin Chamberlain , that daring 
realist George Moore gazes on you with the blue¬ 
eyed innocence of a new curate , and the mild and 
gentle aspect of Thomas Burke does not harmonise 
with the violence and grim horrors of his tales of 
Chinatown 

In a word, no two authors look alike , as a race, 
they have even given up trying to achieve a super¬ 
ficial uniformity by growing long hair and, when 
they have any, cut it to an orthodox length A few, 
cultivate the moustache, not many indulge 
whiskers , the majority are clean shaven ; and |in 
this they are not peculiar, for the same, in the 
proportions, may be said of their readers. Theri^j^ 
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when at a recent dinner a lady sitting next to 
me surveyed John Galsworthy, who was seated 
opposite, and remarked, “ You could guess he was 
an author—he looks so like one,” I anxiously en¬ 
quired, “ Which one ? ” and was, perhaps not 
undeservedly, ignored 

If she had said he looked like an indefinite intel¬ 
lectual , that his countenance was modelled on 
noble and dignified lines , that it expressed at once 
shrewdness and benignity, I could have understood 
and agreed with her But these qualities are so far 
from being infallibly the birthright of the author 
that they are seldom apparent in him With his 
firm, statuesque features, his grave immobility, his 
air of detachment and distinction, the calm delibera¬ 
tion of his voice and gesture, Galsworthy embodies 
rather what we have come to regard as the legal 
temperament It is not difficult to imagine him in 
wig and gown pleading earnestly, impressively, but 
without passion, or, appropriately robed, summing 
Up from the bench sternly, conscientiously, and with 
the most punctilious impartiality 

Consequently, it was without surprise I heard the 
, other day, for the first time, that he had studied for 
'^the Bar and became, in his early years, a barrister, 
m|hoagh he did not practise Nor is this legal strain 
traced only in his personal aspect and bearing, 
Itself as unmistakably and often with 
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considerable effectiveness throughout his novels and 
plays He has the lawyer’s respect for fact and 
detail , he must have the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth , and this gives his stories 
a certain aridity , a hardness as well as clearness of 
outline The ways of the impressionist aie not his 
ways , he omits nothing, but is as precise, as exact in 
developing plot and character as a lawyer is in getting 
up a case He is not satisfied merely to paint por¬ 
traits of his men and women, he analyses them 
meticulously, tells you cveiy little thing about them 
and their families and friends, their taste in food 
and dress and furniture, shows them in their domestic 
relations, m their business activities, inventories 
their virtues and vices and material surroundings 
with a completeness that leaves nothing unex¬ 
plained and affects the reader with an extraordinary 
sense of the reality of it all If he is recording a 
funeral he will take care to tell you “ the hearse 
started at a foot’s pace , the carnages moved slowly 
aftei ” You might have been trusted to assume that 
this would be the order of the procession, but 
nothing IS assumed, the thing has got to be des¬ 
cribed just as it happened You are then told whb 
was m each carriage, and note is made of the thijl^* 
teenth carriage which follows at the very 
“ containing nobody at all ” That is the Galswoi&j| 
method When he relates, in “ The 
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Property ”, that the young architect, Bosinney, is 
building a house in the country for Soames Forsyte 
he does not slur things and content himself with 
generalities but acquaints you with the si/c, design 
and cost ot the house, its architectuial peculiarities, 
and the point is that all these particulais are strictly 
relevant and serve to reveal more intimately the 
characters and idiosyncrasies of Bosinney and of 
Soames, and have their significance in the unfolding 
of that poignant tragedy of Soames’s wife 

As the historian of later Victorian upper middle- 
class life in England, Galsworthy is the legitimate 
successor of Anthony Trollope He is as true a 
realist as Trollope without the reticence imposed 
on the Victorian writer by his period , but Trollope’s 
style was exuberant, slipshod, obese, like himself, 
and Galsworthy’s, like himself, is lean, subdued, 
direct, chary of displaying emotion , he observes 
a close economy in the use of words, despite the 
length of his books In common with most of his 
contemporary novelists, Trollope was something of 
a moralist, he handled from a sensible, man-of- 
the-world point of view divers religious, financial 
and domestic problems of the time that lent them- 
l^elves to his purposes as a teller of stories But the 
||Mroblems that interested him were those that had 
^ be faced by the well-to-do and the respectable, 
no particular sympathy for the lower orders 
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and little but contempt, good-humoured or other¬ 
wise, for the vulgar folk who had earned their own 
money, climbed up from the depths, and were 
awkwardly trying to breathe and flutter in the refined 
air of good society 

lie had a nice feeling for sentiment, and lapsed 
carelessly into sentimentality Galsworthy is gener¬ 
ally too controlled and self-conscious to do that 
But if his irony and satire are keener-edged than his 
predecessor’s, his sympathies are broader and deeper 
He lb a humanitarian whose sense of brotherhooc 
extends to birds and the animals described as dumb 
On the one hand, he understands and has com¬ 
passion for the under-dog, the poor, the humble 
and on the other, though he can smile, as m the three 
novels that make up his greatest achievement, “ The 
Forsyte Saga ”, and elsewhere—and smile with 
a sardonic humour—at the outlook and pretensions 
of those old and prosperous families who move ii 
the best circles and, comfortably materialistic, have 
in place of a sense of brotherhood, acquired an 
ineradicable sense of property in their wives, money, 
houses, he is not blind to the finer human qualities 
that underlie their inherited social conventions. 
In two ot his dramas, “ Strife ”, and “ The Sktt 
Game ”, he handles the eternal struggle betwS;^ 
capital and labour, and the conflict of mter^^ 
between a wealthy parvenu and an impoverisbi6^ 
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patrician with such an honest balancing of wrongs 
and rights, such sedulous impartiality, that you can 
scarcely say at the end which side retains most ot 
his sympathy 

He takes life too seriously, it seems, to be able to 
write stories or plays for their own sake , he writes 
them to expose moral or economic evils of his time, 
to advocate reforms in our social organization , the 
crude barbarity of our prison system , the tyianny 
of the marriage law , the hypocrisies of religion and 
orthodox morality , the vanity of riches , the fatuity 
of all class inequalities—with him the creation of 
character, the fashioning of a tale of individual love, 
rivalry, ambition, triumph or disaster are generally 
more or less subordinate to communal or national 
issues such as these 

It IS char ictenstic of Galsworthy’s reticence that 
he issued his first three or four novels undei the 
pseudonym of John Sinjohn , and of the genuineness 
of his democratic ideals that when he had built up 
a reputation and was offered a knighthood he de¬ 
clined It It is characteristic, too, of his restrained, 
^deliberate habit of mind that, unlike the generality 
of writers, he does not seem to have rushed into 
print until he was old enough to have acquired 
enough personal experience to draw upon He was 
^ftii::ty-one when his first novel, “ Jocelyn ”, was 
^^lished ; and thirty-nine when, in the one year, 
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1906, he made another and a real beginning as a 
novelist in his own name with “ The Man of 
Property and as a dramatist with “ The Silver 
Box ’’ The keynote of his work is its profound 
sincerity Art and the zeal for reform seldom run in 
double-harness, but they do when Galsworthy drives 
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The dawn of the present century brought with it 
what critics, who like to have such matters neat and 
orderly, delight to call a romantic revival in fiction 
As a matter of fact, it also brought with it a revival 
of realism, and both had really started before the 
century began, and have continued to advance to¬ 
gether ever since on pretty equal terms In the 
1890*5 Gissing was nearing the end of his career, 
but the torch of realism was being carried on by 
Hubert Crackanthorpe (who died too soon), by 
Arnold Bennett, Arthur Morrison, Pett Ridge, 
Edwin Pugh, George Moore, Oliver Onions, Kipling, 
Wells (who divided his allegiance between both 
movements), George Egerton, Elizabeth Robins, 
Mrs W. K Clifford, and many another. 

The romantic revival, which had started earlier, 
|wa3 well afoot during the same period Stevenson 
in 1894 Rider Haggard’s best romances were 
PW in the i88o*s , Doyle’s Micah Clarke ” and 
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** The White Company belong to 1888 and 1890 , 
Sir Gilbert Parker came soon after , Stanley Weyman 
and Anthony Hope arrived in the movement to¬ 
gether, when the century \\as still in its infancy 
All these were in the same boat but, to adopt Douglas 
Jerrold’s pun, with very different skulls , how they 
are to take rank in the hierarchy of letters is not my 
concern at the moment—I am only saying they were 
all romantics That Weyman might have been 
something else is indicated by the strong, quiet 
realism of his second book, “ The New Rector ”, 
and the much later novels he has written, after an 
inactive interval of ten years, “ The Great House ”, 
and “ The Ovington Bank ” , and that Anthony 
Hope Hawkins might have been something else is 
the inference you draw from nearly all his work 
after “ The Intrusions of Peggy ” 

His father was the Vicar of St Bride’s, Fleet 
Street, and he was a nephew, or some other near 
relation, of the famous “ hanging judge,” Sir Henry 
Hawkins From Marlborough he passed to Balliol, 
Oxford, where he took his M A degree and was 
president of the Oxford Union Society He seems 
to have set out with an eye on a career at the Bsr. 
which should lead him into the House of Commons^ 
But though he was, like Stanley Weyman, dul]^ 
called to the Bar, like Weyman, he did not do;anj^J 
thing much m the way of practising. Once 
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up as a Parliamentary candidate, but was not elected , 
yet one can imagine him as an ideal Member—he 
has the distinguished presence, the urbane, genially 
courteous manner, the even temper and nimbleness 
of mind that ought to but do not always go to the 
making of an Attorney General and, as any who 
have heard him take part in after-dinner discussions 
will know, in addressing an audience he has all the 
gifts of clarity, ease and humour that make the 
successful public speaker 

But law and politics piped to him in vain, and his 
ambition took the right turning when he wrote his 
first novel, “ A Man of Mark ” It was a deft and 
lively enough tale , it w^as read and talked about, 
and was considered piomising, but caused no par¬ 
ticular excitement The excitement was waiting 
for his next book When “ The Piisoner of Zenda ” 
burst upon the town, in 1894, it leaped into success 
at once Stanley We> man’s “ Under the Red 
Robe ” was issued almost simultaneously and the 
two ran a wild race for popularity and both won 
.Both were dramatised promptly, and repeated on 
the stage the da/zling success they had enjoyed be- 
* tween covers Each inspired a largp school of 
^mitators, which increased and multiplied until the 
l^^ord and cloak romance, and stories of imaginary 
mh^doms were, m a few years, almost as plentiful 
i^^bkekbernes and began to become a drug in the 
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market But, meanwhile, the spirit of romance was 
awake and abroad, and any capable novelist who 
rode into the library lists wearing her favours was 
pretty sure of a welcome 

In that same bustling year, 1894, we had from 
Anthony Hope “ The God in the Cai a tale of 
a South African Company promoter, and “ The 
I 3 olly Dialogues ” I’hese were not in a direct line 
of descent from “ The Prisoner ot Zenda ”, and were 
possibly written before that, they were, at all 
events, written before the enormous vogue of that 
could prompt the author to follow it with another 
of the same desirable brand But “ The Dolly 
l^ialogues ” soared to an independent success of 
iheir own Those crisp, neat, entertaining chats of 
that adroitest of flirts, Dolly Foster, with her hus¬ 
band, with Mr Carter, and others of her fashionable 
circle, wTre not without a certain distant likeness to 
the bright, irresponsible talk of “ Dodo ”, and 
repeated the triumph that had been ” Dodoes ” a 
decade earlier I'he ” Dialogues ” set another 
tashion, and generated another school of imitators. 
Whether people e\er talked with such consistent 
brilliance in real life w^as of no consequence , it 
amusing, clever talk, it was often witty, and whejl^ 
it was not It was crisp and smart and so like wit th^^t 
it could pass for it And in so far as such 
remarks and repartee were too good to be 
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only brought the book into line with the airy, im¬ 
possible romance and in\entivc fantasy of ‘‘ The 
Prisoner of Zenda ” 

With “ Rupert of Hentzau ” Anthony Hope was 
back m his imaginary kingdom next year , if the 
sequel was not so good as “ The Prisoner ’* it had 
as good a reception , and “ The King’s Mirror ”, 
and a romantic comedy, “ The Adventure of Lady 
Ursula ”, not dramatised from one of his books but 
specially written for the stage, followed m quick 
succession For those were da\s when he was 
working strenuously and systematically at his art; 
to cultivate the habit of work he left home every 
morning, like any lawyer or stockbroker, and went 
to a room off the Strand—wasn’t it in Buckingham 
Street ?—where he wrote steadily for a fixed number 
of hours without interruption The notion that an 
author can only do his best by fits and starts as the 
mood takes him is a romantic convention dear to 
the dilettante, but Hope was never that, he kept 
his romance in his books as sedulously as Scott did 
and was as sensibly practical as Scott in his methods 
of making them 

But he had to pay for his first popular success, 
^ most novelists do Jerome has more than once 
t^mplained that the public having accepted “ Three 
^cn in a Boat ” with enthusiasm and labelled him 
^Jtomonst would never after allow him to be 
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anything else His “ Paul Kelver ” is worth a dozen 
of the other book, but it has withdrawn into the 
background and “ Three Men in a Boat ” is still 
selling freely “ Quisante ” (1900) marked a new 
departure, suggested that Hope was turning from 
romance to reality That study of the political 
adventurer and the aristocratic wife who realises she 
has made a mistake in marrying out of her order, is, 
as literature and as a story, a stronger, finer piece 
of work than any Hope had done before, but it was 
not what his readers had e\pected ot him, and it did 
not win the new reputation it ought to have won 
for him, though the critics did not fail to recognise 
its quality To the general world of readers he was 
the author of “ The Prisoner of Zenda ” , that was 
the type of novel they wanted from him , they con¬ 
tinued to ask for it and would not willingly take any 
other He humoured them at intervals with “ The 
Intrusions of Peggy ”, and ” Sophy of Kravoma ”, 
but on the wdiole he had done with such light enter¬ 
tainments and settled dowm to the serious interpre¬ 
tation of modern life and character Next to 
“ Quisante ”, I would place his poignant and 
dramatic handling of the mr riage problem 
” Double Harness ”, the study in “A Servant 
the Pubhc ”, of a temperament that is only bafl&iii^ 
by reason of its elemental simphcity , the mastip^'^ 
realistic presentment of a capable, courag<^lii^ 
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unconventional, attractive woman in The Great 
Miss Driver ”, and the brilliant treatment again of 
the problem of marriage and disillusion m “ Mrs 
Maxon Protests ” These five —subtle in charac¬ 
terisation and fashioned of the comedy and tragedy 
of actual human experience—these and not his moie 
notorious trifles are the tiuc measure of Anthony 
Hope’s achievement as a novelist 

But they are obscured by the flashier gloiy of 
“ The Prisoner of Zenda ” and ” Rupert of Hentzau,” 
which are now renascent and appealing mightily on 
the films to the romantic susceptibilities of a new 
generation of admirers 

The novels he has written since the honour of 
knighthood was conferred upon him in 1918 are 
sufficient to show that his invention and skill in 
narrative are by no means failing him, though neither 
“ Beaumaroy Home from the Wars ” nor “ Lucinda ” 
reach the level of ” Quisante ” or ” Mrs Maxon 


Protests ” But ” Beaumaroy ” has touches of 
humour and character that are in his happiest 
' vein, and it 1 say that “ Lucinda ” is an abler 


^^'^nd more notable piece of work than is either 
the dazzling fairy tales that established his 
/Sfeoi^Jtion, It 13 not that I would belittle those 
^P^ghtful entertainments but would emphasise 
far from representing his capacity, they mis- 
It; they stand in the way and prevent his 
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better work from being seen in its just proportions, 
so that though at first they may have secured a 
prompt recognition for him, it looks as if, at last, 
they will, m a larger sense, prevent him from being 
1 ecogmsed 
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Success is good for people, when they do not get 
too much of It too soon Failure is even better for 
them, when they do not get more than enough of it 
for too many years Hardship, difficulty, failure— 
these knock the nonsense out of a man and teach 


him his art or his business , there is something 
lacking from the character and work of one who has 
never known them Many authors recover at last 
from their failures, but an instant and early success 
is generally fatal , it makes them take themselves 
too seriously and their work not seriously enough , 
their vogue dwindles, in consequence, and the 
publishers who began to run after them begin to 
tun away from them There is little more differ¬ 


ence between a too triumphant beginning and an 
unending failuie than between a drought and a 
/j^luge 

[The two extremes are equally deva«^tating, and 
M Hutchinson is among the luckier ones who 
been destined to a middle course He has not 
pearl without diving for it, but he has not 
and come up empty-handed 
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Those who imagine, as some do, that, with “ If 
Winter Comes he simply came, and saw, and 
conquered, imagine a vain thing He had come 
three times before that, and had, moreover, toiled 
at the oar as a very miscellaneous journalist, a writer 
of articles and short stones that editors too fre¬ 
quently rejected If he never exactly lived in Grub 
Street, he sojourned for a few years in a turning 
out of It 

He had no literary or journalistic ancestry, and 
was originally dedicated to another profession, but 
he did not “ drift into journalism —that not being 
his way , he walked into it deliberately, having 
made up his mind to go there His father is a 
General m the Indian Army, and ASM was 
born in India, in 1880 But his grandfather was 
a doctor of medicine, and at an eaily age Hutchinson 
was settled in London, beginning a career of hiS‘^ 
own as a medical student To this day, he has* 
a quiet, kindly, sympathetic bearing that would have 
served him as an excellent bedside manner, if he ha^ 
taken his M D and put up a brass plate But 
IS one of the shiest, most retiring of men , 
cannot associate him with any sort of brass ; 
even while he was trying a ’prentice hand 
medicine and surgery at St Thomas’s 
a pnvate ambition was drawing him in 
direction. 
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** I always intended to earn my living with my 
pen,” he told me, some >ears ago “ I was wilting 
then in my leisure, sending out all kinds of MSS 
and getting most of them hack, and at length I took 
the plunge when I had about one short story accepted 
by a magazine, two articles by Punch and some 
verses by Scraps I did not know a soul who had 
the remotest connection with hteiary work, but 
I chanced it ” 

And threw physic to the dogs He did not limit 
himself to any woiking hours, but by writing hard 
all day contiived to pick up a regular five shillings 
a week from Setups for comic verse, and, augmenting 
this from a precarious sale of articles and tales to 
various publications, compiled a weekly income of 
about one pound ste^-ling He had done this for 
three montl s or so, w'hen a letter came from 
Pearson's accepting a stoiy and asking for more ; 
and he has related how this sent him crazy all day 
with excitement A few days later he was asked 
to call at the office and undertake a small, special job, 
and, one thing leading to another, was presently 
togaged on the staff at ^£2 los a week By the time 
^|ie had gained experience as assistant editor of the 
^oyal Magazine and been made co-editor of the 
Review, he felt the hour had come for another 

Ha friend of those da)s describes him as “ a slight. 
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almost boyish young man of middle-height, who 
gazed at you with intense concentration through 
the powerful lenses of his glasses ” This still 
describes him, if you touch in an elusive twinkle of 
genial humour about the mouth and eyes, and add 
that his slightness, despite something of a stoop, 
gives him an appearance of being actually tall 
Already he had started on his first novel, “ Once 
Aboard the Lugger ”, and wanted to cut adrift from 
too much editing and escape into other fields He 
resigned from Pearson's and, hearing that the 
Daily Graphic was looking for a leader-note writer, 
posted specimens, and secured the appointment as a 
stand-by In 1907 he was sub-editing that paper, 
and edited it from 1912 to 1916 

Meanw^hile, “ Once Aboard the Lugger ” being 
finished, he offered it to one publisher who declined 
it, because ” humour w^as not in his line,” and to 
another who published it, in 1908 , and it scored 
what counts for a considerable success, if you do 
not compare its sales with those of his fourth and 
fifth books That out of hand, he commenced 
“ The Happy Warrior,” but when it w^as done, wa» 
dissatisfied w^ith it, and being, as he confesses, “ 
appallingly, vilely conscientious ” worker, he did 
all over again It swallowed the leisure of foTO 
years, but when it came out, in 19x2, added 
little to his reputation 
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His first book was a lively mingling of comedy 
and burlesque , his second, a realistic romance of 
humour and pathos, struck a deeper note, was fired 
with a fine idealism, and revealed him as a shrewd 
observer and one subtly acquainted with the com¬ 
plexities of human character Then in 1914 came 
** The Clean Heart ”, the tragedy of a life that lost 
Its way, of one who had to learn through folly and 
suffering that self-sacrifice is the secret of happiness 
It was as successful as its predecessors, and J am 
not sure that they are wiong who hold that it is the 
best of all Hutchinson’s w^ork , but the war over¬ 
shadowed It and left it no chance of anticipating the 
phenomenal popularity that was waiting for his 
later books 

For seven years he published no more He was 
serving as n lieutenant of the Royal Engineers, 
attached to the Canadian forces, and, alter the peace, 
went as a Captain of the R E , with the Arm> of 
Occupation, into Germany Ifefore he was de¬ 
mobilised he had planned his fourth novel, and 
when he could, at length, return to civilian life, he 
idecided not to hamper himself again with journalism 
^ut to stake his prospects on his new book, and in 
p^2i “ If Winter Comes ” more than amply justi- 
®ed him of his decision Not more than one or 
Bwq,,novels within my remembrance have leaped 
jSUch instant and enormous popularity. For 
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a few weeks it was praised by the reviews, but there 
was no particular stirring of the waters till a “ boom ” 
broke out in Ameiica The noise of it soon woke 
us over here, and the story got rapidly into its stride ; 
ilutehinson suddenly found himself famous as a best¬ 
seller of half a million copies in America and half 
as many in his own country The furore it created 
had scarcely showed signs of subsiding when “ This 
Freedom ” followed in its wake and biewed another 
storm A stoi m of mingled eulogy and censure , 
for the critics this time v ere laigely hostile The 
story handled the pioblem of woman’s emancipa¬ 
tion, and Hutchinson stood for the old ideals of 
feminity, the sanctities and traditional duties of 
womanhood , he b( heved that a mother has positive 
and inalienable lesponsibilities, and set himself to 
demonstrate that she could not put them by and 
arrogate to herself a share of what is known as man’s 
work in the world without neglecting her children, 
losing their affection, and bringing tragic disastei 
on them and on her husband He was accused ol 
exaggeration , of being out of s} mpathy wuth th<e 
modern spirit , but if, instead of giving the novel 
this general application, you take it, as a work 
imagination should be taken—as a story of wM 
happened w^hen one woman strove to break 
from conventions and be heiself at all risks—‘ij® 
a powerful and poignantly suggestive narrative 
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one that may well be temperamentally true of such 
a woman and of such a family 

Here, a^ in his other books, Hutchinson is so in 
earnest and realises his characters so intensely, that 
he becomes, as it were, this character and that in 
succession, slips involuntarily into writing from 
their standpoints as if he personally felt the wrong, 
hope, pain or passion each experienced, and this 
misleads some ot his critics into taking for manner¬ 
isms what are nothing but his intimate realisation 
of his people and the outcome of his complete 
sincerity He is so closely interested in them him- 
selt that he cannot play the showman and stand 
apart exhibiting his puppets , to him they are not 
puppets but have burgeoned and become living 
realities and their emotions are his no less than 
, theirs 

On the stage “ If Winter Comes ” did not capture 
the public so completely as it did in the book, but it 
ran well in London and the provinces and here and 
m America still keeps its place on tour It has got 
on to the films, of course, and “ This Freedom is 
following in its footsteps 

Hutchinson took Mis first successes with a tran- 

f 

!;|rquillity that seemed like indifferenctJ, and his later 
larger triumphs, and the denunciations he has 
&spidured, have, I think, moved him as little He has 
at doing his own work in his own way, and his 
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popularity is an accident, he is not the sort of man 
that finds success, but the sort of man that success 
finds 
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Talking of Charlotte Bronte, in a novel of Sheila 
Kayc-Smith’s that goes back to mid-Victoiian days, 
a hairy young man, with a moustache, in addition 
to the whiskers ot the period, agrees that she is crude 
and outlandish, and adds, “ That always comes when 
women write books They’re so frightened of being 
called feminine that they buiy what talent they may 
have under a mountain of manliness—and manliness 
for them consists entirely of oaths and violence and 
scarlet sin ” 

Whether you agree or disagree with him, the hairy 
young critic was expressing an opinion that was 
common among his contemporaiies, who have 
handed it down to a large number of their successors 
it was probably half true, and is not so true now as 
it was The women novelists now who specialise 
scarlet sin have no particular use for oaths and 
liiblence Moreover, though it would be easy to 
mme several who have a tendency to colour their 
with sin of all colours, there is nothing ex- 
ffimvely masculine in that and their novels remain 
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essentially feminine It would be easy to name 
others who are much addicted to violent scenes and 
characters, but I doubt whether that is any conscious 
attempt on their part to be manly—on the contrary 
it arises from an inherent, very feminine admiration 
of that barbaric strength and muscular vigour which 
the average woman is supposed to find so splendid 
and so attractive in the average man It is such an 
orthodox feminine conception of the ideal male that 
Its presence in a story almost inevitably betrays 
the sex of the author 

All which means no more than that the woman 
novelist quite legitimately does her best to draw a 
man, as the man novelist does his best to draw a 
w'oman, and she succeeds nearly as often , and nc 
w'oman novelist, past or present, has been more 
uniformly and extraordinarily successful in this 
difficult application of her art than Sheila Kaye- 
Smith It IS usual for the male author to excuse hia 
artistic shortcomings by insisting that woman is a 
mystery and it is impossible to comprehend her ; 
but it seems likely that he may himself be as mucli 
of a mystery to woman and that is why, in fictioii) 
the men she depicts so often seem like women i| 
masquerade Two of our leading women writej^ 
who can analyse and reveal characters of their oot 
sex with an almost uncanny insight, lose that 
when they try to exercise it on the male of the 
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and he thinks, feels and talks in their pages more or 
less after the manner of women They are brilli¬ 
antly clever in every other way, but can only make 
man in their own image 

But the men in Miss Kave-Smith’s novels arc the 
real thing , thc) are the unqualified male in whom 
male readers unhesitatingly recognise their kind 
Not because they are harsh or brutal, though some 
of them are that, not because they are susceptible 
to the lure of the other sex and masterfully over-ride 
the laws of conventional morality, though some of 
them do that, not because they are heavy drinkers 
and lusty fighters with their fists, though some of 
them are this and some that , but simply because 
in their general habits, their ordinary everyday 
behaviour, in what they say no less than in w'hat they 
think, they afc ob\iously of the masculine gender 
It IS easy to create an illusion that your character is 
a man if \ou call him a soldier and describe him as 
acting w'lth vigour or daring , but take this frag¬ 
ment of conversation, chosen at random from “ The 
.Challenge to Sinus ”, between Frank Rainger and 
retired studious Mr Beliack Frank is the son 
an embittered gentleman w^ho has withdrawn 
l^pm the struggle of life , he works, from choice, 
K Ae farm where he and his father live, and goes 
the Rectory to take lessons with Mr. Beliack, 
come to hesitate between his love of working 
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on the land and a desire to go away somewhere and 
know more of life, and asks his tutor to advise him . 

“ ‘ The question is which is the best happiness 
or experience ^ If it’s experience, you had better 
get out of this hole as quickly as possible , if it*s 
happiness, you had better stay where you are * 

“ ‘ Which do you think it is, sir ? ’ 

“ ‘ My good boy, how can I tell you ^ Personally 
T would lather you did not go to London and take 
your chances thcic, as 1 feel that, though you have 
brains and certain rudiniLiitary gifts, it is not the 
kind of life you arc cut out for, and that you will 
probably lail and be wretched On the other hand» 
nevtr renounce what seems to you a good oppor¬ 
tunity and a line experience because an old chap 
like me hints at tioublc ahead Besides, your father 
would rathei see >ou starve as a jouinalist than grow 
fat as a latmei Perhaps he is light— perhaps I amP 
“ ‘ Did you ever have to make a choice of your 
own, sir ? ’ 

“ ‘ Certainly 1 did, and I chose to be Rector of 


Wiltersham with an income of two hundred a year, 
no congenial society, a congregation of hop-sack$^ 
and lor my sole distraction the teaching of a muddl^ 
headed boy who, at the age of nineteen, is still UM 
decided as to how he shall live the rest of his 
“ ‘ So you chose wrong, I reckon ’ 

“ ‘ How do you reckon any such thing ? ^ 
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don’t know what my alternative v\as Beside*?, you 
may be sure of this, no matter v^hich \\ay you choose 
you will never definitely know whether you were 
wrong or right The great question of all choosers 
and adventurers is “ Was it worth while ? ” - and 
whatever else you may expect ol life, don’t expect 
an answer to that ’ ” 

Now if there had been nothing to indicate who 
the boy was talking with you would know' at once he 
was not talking to a woman, for there is a man’s way 
of thinking, a man’s manner, even a man’s voice in 
all that Mr Bellack says ’riicre is always this 
subtle, easy, truthfully realistic presentation of Miss 
Kaye -Smith’s male characters, of the mild, iinasseil- 
ive, commonplace, as well as the aggressive and 
more virile of them Her rustic clowns are as 
roughly hum in and racy of the soil as Hardy’s 
Robert Fuller, half animal, half saint, m “ Green 
Apple Harvest ” , Monypenny, the practical idealist 
fof “ Tarmarisk Tov\n ”, who, ambitious to develop 
and popularise a seaside resort, triumphs over all 
obstacles, carries his schemes through, rises to wealth 
Ind dignity, and, sacrificing to his ambition the 
^oman he loves, finds himself lonely and unhappy 
^ his height and turns remorsefully and madly to 
^fetjroy all he has so laboriously built, Miles, m 
^g^rbrace ”, with his strangely varying moods, 
m^it rength and pitiful weaknesses , the stern, harsh, 
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ruggedly heioic Reuben Backfield, m “ Sussex 
Gorse ”, wholly given over to his desperate, indomit¬ 
able fight for the possession of a wild, unfruitful 
common , Mr Sumption, the dour, pathetic Baptist 
minister in “ Little Ivngland ”, a graphic, poignant 
revelation of what the war meant in a rural commun¬ 
ity, and one of the two or thiee gieat novels of that 
tra—these and, in their diBering class and degree, 
all the men who belong to her stones are real, 
authentic, humans aie nun in flesh and bone and 


spiiit, easy, natural, alive 
Her women aie drawn with a knowledge that is 
appaiently as minutely exact and is certainly as 
sympathetic Jf 1 had to single out her most 
remarkable study in temminc temperament and 
psychology, I think I should say Joanna Godden , 
but her explicit intcipietations of w'omen are not so 
unusual as her understanding ot men She knows 
their businesses as thoroughly as she knows them. 
It, like Coalbran or Backficld, they are farmers and 
working on the land, she is not contented with vivid 


generalities but makes the varied, multifarious 
circumstance of fainiing and cattle raising, and the 


whole atmospheie and environment that has mould^ 
their lives part of her story When MonypejO^ 
devotes himself to the development of Tamai^J 
Town you are not asked to take anything for 
but are shown how he financed his scheme, 
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land, earned out his building operations, how the 
borough \\as formed, and the elections conducted— 
you follow the growth ot the place through its 
various stages, and IMonypenny’s own story grows 
with and through it It is this acquaintance with 
practical detail, this filling in of all essential sur¬ 
roundings that help to give the novels their convinc¬ 
ing air of realism 

You would not suspect such broad and deep 
knowledge of humanity and the aflairs ol the world 
m the quiet, soft-spoken, grey-eyed, dreamy, very 
feminine person you discover the author to be when 
you meet her At a little distance, too, with her 
slight figure and bobbed hair, you might take her 
for a mere school-girl Little more than a school¬ 
girl she w'as when she wTote her first novel, “ The 
Tramping Methodist ”, which, alter being rejected 
'half a dozen times, was published in 1909 She had 
no further difficulties with publishers, however, for 
Uhis and her second hook, ” Starbrace ”, next year, 
i.put her on sure ground with critics and public, 
-though she had to wait lor the beginnings of popu- 
.Ijarity until “ Tarmansk 'lown ” came out in 1919 
She w^as born at Hastings, her father being a 
Onctor there, and has passed all her li/e in Sussex 
first two novels aie of the eighteenth century , 
two are of mid-Victorian times , the rest are 
day. Occasionally she brings her people 
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to London, but nearly always they are at home in 
Kent or Sussex In “ The Challenge to Sinus ** 
and “ The End of the House of Alard ” they are on 
the borderland of the two counties , but mostly 
her scenes are in the county where she was born. 
In her books she has become its interpreter and made 
it her own She has put something of her love of 
It and of the rugged lives and passions of its folk 
into the poems in “ Willow Forge ”, and “ Saints in 
Sussex ” , but her best poetry is in her novels If 
you compare her with some of her leading women 
contemporaries you have a sense of as much difference 
between them as there is between collectors of 
insects and the hunter of big game Those others 
take you into a study and scientifically exhibit curious 
specimens under a microscope , she is too warmlyl 
human for such pedantries and takes you where 
there is sky and glass and a whole ordinary world' 
full of mortal creatures and shows you them living; 
and working in the light of common day I believe; 
the secret of her powder is largely in her complete 
unselfconsciousness , she has no affectations , tbk 
charm and strength of her style is its limpid siiM 
plicity , she seems, while you read, to be mereffi 
letting her characters act and think , to be thinkij® 
of her work and never of her own cleverness; 
she were too sure and spontaneous an artist 
even aware of the fact 
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It 18 usual to write of the 1890*5 as the days of the 
decadents , but I never see them so labelled without 
being reminded of the Hans Bnetmann ballad — 

“ Hans Bnetmann gif a barty 
Vhere is dot baity now ^ ” 

For though Wilde and Beardsley remain, the rest 
of their hectic group have either gone home or are 
going, and, from this distance it is possible to focus 
that decade and realise that its prevailing influences 
were Henley and Stevenson, and that the true glory 
^f the 90*8 is that they were the flowering time of 
Shaw, Barrie, Wells and Kipling 
'' Kipling, indeed, began his literary career in the 
JJd*s, and by the end of the 90’s was the most popular, 
most belauded and decried of living authors 
iJkfter being sent home to Westward Ho * in Devon, 
m be educated at the school he has immortalised in 
^^talkey & Co ”, he went back to India (where he 
born in 1865), and served successively on the 
the Lahore Ctvil and Military Gazette and 
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the Allahabad Pioneer from 1S82 to 1889 
satirical verses, sketches of native character, storiea 
of Anglo-Indian Ide, with their intriguings and 
their shrewd undeistandings of the shabbier side of 
human nature, that he contributed to those papers 
between the age of seventeen and twenty-five, rather 
justified Barrie’s dictum that he was “ born hlasS'^ 
But when they were collected into his first eight or 
nine small books Departmental Ditties ”, “ Plain 
Tales from the Hills ”, “In Black and White ”, 
“Soldiers Three”, “UmUr the Deodars”, and 
the rest - they capped an instant boom in India with 
an even more roaring success in England and 
America The vogue of the shilling sliocker was 
then in its lusty infancy, and Kipling’s insignificant 
looking drab-covered bookkts competed trium**’ 
phantly with that showy ephemeral fiction on our 
bookstalls for the suflPrage of the railv\ay traveller, 
hTom the start, like Dickens, he was no pet of a- 


select circle but appealed to the crowd While hi$ 
contemporaries, the daintier decadents, issued thei^’ 
more perishable preciosities in limited editiorS] 
elegantly bound, he carelessly flung his pearls befor^Sf 
swine, and the maligned swine recognised that th<^ 
were pearls before the critics began to tell them 
And w^hen he came to England again, a youth|® 
five-and-twenty, his fame had come before !hti| 
He settled down from 1S89 to 1891, on an 
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floor of a gloomy building squeezed between shops, 
at 19 Villiers Street, Strand, and in that somewhat 
Squalid London thoroughfare were written some of 
the best stories in “ Life’s Handicap ”, and two of 
his comparative failures—“ The Record ot Badalia 
Herodsfoot ”, and his first novel, ” The Light that 
Failed ” Stevenson, in his letters, about then, 

,deploring his “ copiousness and haste,” said, “ He 
is all smart journalism and cleverness , it is all 
bright and shallow and limpid, like a business paper — 
a good one, s'entendu , but there’s no blot of heart’s 
blood and the Old Night . I look on and 
admire , but in a kind of ambition we all have for 
our tongue and literature, I am wounded ” But, 
naturally, Stevenson, conjuring fastidiously with 
words, like a lapidary with jewels, felt that his 
literary ideals were outraged by this exuberant, 
amazing young man who, coming with a banjo for 
a lyre, took the sacred temple of the Muses by 
violence and disturbed it with raucous echoes of the 
V music hall , who brought the manners and speech 
)of the canteen into the library, made free use of 
.^tang and ugly colloquialisms with the most brilliant 
fectiveness, and in general strode rough-shod over 
many accepted artistic conventions , It was easy 
say his verse was meretriciously catchy, but its 
jitverness, the bite of its irony and humour were 
foputable; that his Anglo-Indian stones were 
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marred by vulgarities and crudities of characterisa¬ 
tion , that the riotous humours of Mulvaney and 
his soldier-chums showed nothing but a boisterous, 
schoolboyish sense of fun , but there was no denying 
the originality of mind, the abounding genius that 
was experimentally at work in all these things 
Not only had Kipling broken new ground , he 
had defied conventions and broken it in a new way 
of his own, and through the following ten years he 
was justified of his daring by the maturer, more 
masterly poems and sturies in “ Ilarrack-Room 
Ballads ”, “ The Seven Seas ”, “ Many Inventions ”, 
the two ” Jungle Books ”, and, above all, by ‘ Kim ” 
—that wonderful story, steeped in the magic of the 
Orient, with its rieh gallery of characters, native 
and European, and its intimately pictured panorama 
of the stiange, motley life that flows along the Grand 
Trunk Road 


He was a bom story-teller, and could interest 
you as keenly in ships, bridges, machinery and 
mechanical objects as in the human comedy and^ 
tragedy He eould take his tone with an equal; 
mastery, as occasion served, from the smoke-room^J 
the bar or the street, and from the golden phrasing^ 
and flashing visions of the biblical prophets 
ever much the critics might qualify and 
the larger world of readers, men and women, 
tured and uncultured, took him to their heai^ 
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without reserve Never since Dickens died had 
any author won so magical a hold on the admiration 
and affection of our people 

In those daj-s* at the height of his fame, ^^hen he 
lay dangerously ill in New York, the cables could 
not have flung more bulletins across the world, nor 
the newspapers lollowed his hourly pi ogress more 
excitedly if it had been a ruling monarch m extretrm 
The Kaiser cabled enquiries , all Fngland and 
America stood in suspense, as it were, at the closed 
-door of that sick chamber, as those who loved 
Goldsmith lingered on his staircase, when he was 
near the end, waiting for news of him Yet, curi¬ 
ously enough, in the personality of Kipling, so far 
as It has revealed itsell to his readers, there is little 
of the gentleness and lovableness of Goldsmith, nor 
of the genial, overflowing kindness that drew the 
multitude to Dickens It was the sheer spell and 
brilliance of his w'ork, I think, that drew them to 
Kiphng more than the lure of any personal charm 
During the Boer War he developed into the poet 
and apostle of Impeiialisin , became our high- 
priest of Empiie, Colonial expansion, commercial 
Supremacy and material prosperity You may see 
to some of his poems of that period .and in his 
^b^tly published “ Letters of Travel ” how he has 
Hrpd to advance with the times, how out of touch 
l^^is with the spint of modern democracy A 
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certain arrogance and cocksureness had increased 
upon him , his god was the old Hebrew god of 
battles, his the chosen race, and even amid the 
magnificent contritions of the “ Recessional ** he, 
cannot forget that we are superior to the “ lesser 
breeds without the law He is no idealist and has 
no sympathy with the hopes of the poor and lowly; 
there is scornfulness in his attitude tow'ard those who ^ 
do not share his belief that the present social order 
cannot be improved, w^ho do not join him in wor¬ 
shipping “ the God of things as they are,” but pay* 
homage rather to the God of things as they ought 
to be And yet I remember the beauty, the wisdom 
and whimsical understanding there is in his stories 
for children—I remember that children’s song ir 
“ Puck of Pook’s Hill 

"Teach us llic slrciipth lliat cannot seek, 
l^y deed or thought, to hurt the weak , 
that, under "Ihci, we may possess 
Man's strength to cfjinforl man's, distress " 

—I remember stray, poignant things in this bool 
and that, especially in “ The Years Between ”, anc! 
am ready to think I misjudge him when I take hti 
intoleiant Imperialism too seriously, and that thesi 
rarer, kindlier moods, these larger-hearted emotiod 
are at least as characteristic of him 

Someday somebody will gather into one glorioUi 
volume “ The Finest Story in the World ”, “ 
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Benefit of Cleigy ”, “At the End of the Passage ”, 
The Man ^^ho Would Be King ”, “ The Brush¬ 
wood Boy ”, “ They ”, and a score or so of other 
short stories , and with “ Kim ”, and a book of 
such poems as “ Sussex ”, “ 'Pomlinson ”, “ To 
the True Romance”, “ M’Andrew’s Hymn”, 
The Last Chantey ”, those great ballads of “ The 

« olivar ” and “ The Mary (llostcr ”, and half a 
undred more, there will be enough and more than 
enough to give him lank with those whose work 
^dhall endure “ vvhile there’s a world, a people and 
a year ” Alter all, most of his Imperialistic verse 
^\and his prose essays into political and economic 


problems were mainly topical and aie already pretty 
^‘'^much out of date , he is rich enough to let them go 
; 4 nd be none the poorer 

If his popularity has waned it is chiefly, as I 
fkhave said, because he has not ad\anced with the 
times—he has lost touch w'lth the real spiiit of his 


» and I believe that is a icsult of his having 
jt^iwithdrawn too much from contact with his lellow^s 
||feckens did not immuic himself at Gads’ llill , he 
always returning to those places where ordinary 
do congregate and found inspiration, to the 
out among the stir and business of‘the world 
^Hpk^spearc’s work was done m the hurly-burly of 
j^ro don-—he stagnated, after he settled down at 
IHwitlord. and wrote no more , and one feels that 
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if Kipling would only come out from his hermitage 
at Burwash and mingle again in the crowded ways 
of men, as he did in the fulness of his powers, 
he has it in him yet to be “ a hringer of new 
things,” that shall add new lustre even to his old 
renown 
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You can account for almost every other sort of 
/-sudden outbreak, but why an author of W J Locke’s 
>'unquestionably popular appeal should have had to 
write eight novels in nine years and only achieve 
popularity all of a sudden with a ninth in the tenth 
is one of those mystciies that baffle even the wisest 
There is no reason why any one out of six of those 
,earlier books should not have done as much for him, 
Tor they have the same distinction of style, the same 
wit and humour, gay romance and charming senti- 
^ment that captivated the reader so effectively in 
The Morals of Maicus Ordeyne ”—indeed, I still 
;Tlimk that its immediate predecessor, “ Where Love 
”, at least equalled that novel in all those qualities, 
^ and in delicacy and finish of workmanship went 
J^eyond it So I put the problem and make no 
S^etence to offering a solution of it but cast myself 
the safei, humbler role of the chronicler of facts 
R^he fact that nearly all his stones are sweetened 
a gracious human kindness and a full allowance 
and sentiment might be traced by subtle 


163 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREEt 


psychologists to some benign influence that the place 
of his nativity had upon him, for he was bom ill 
British Guiana, at Georgetown on the Demararai' 
where the sugar comes from There may or may 
not be something m such a theory , anyhow, that 
is where he was born in 1863 and, after an interval 
in England, he was sent to school at Trinidad, where'' 
his father was a banker Returning to England^, 
when he was eighteen, he matriculated at Cambndge, 
took the Mathematical Tripos, and, having com¬ 
pleted his education at St John’s College, departed 
from It with his B A degree 

Thereafter, he lived for a while in France , he 
has livtd there a good deal, from time to time, since 
then, and if }ou were not aware of this you would 
giRss as much, and that he had a warm regard for 
the French people, and a wide acquaintance with 
the literature of France, from the sympathy and 
intimacy with which he draws the French characteraj 
in his stories, and from a certain airy, sparkling ynt 
and laughing, good-humoured cynicism that belon|^ 
to him and are commonly accepted as peculiar tcjS 
the Gallic temperament It has been said that hj^ 
has aflinities with Anatole France He has none 
Anatole’s daring irreverencies , nor his passioni^ 
revolt against the existing order of society, noTj^^fi 
power in social satire, but he has the sure 
that is at once light and scholarly, an abot^^H 
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f"sense of fantasy, and a tolerant, worldly-wise philo¬ 
sophy that he edges with an iron)r often as delicately 
shrewd though never so hitter, so devastating as that 
of the great French master 

But we are going ahead too fast When Locke 
quitted Cambridge he was still a long way from the 
beginning of his literary career 1 believe he was 
^ already waiting stones in those days, and am told 
that he wrote at least one novel—one, moreover, of 
a highly melodramatic and sensational kind--but 
he was too severely sclf-critical to attempt to publish 
it and it remains hidden away in manuscript to this 
hour Feeling it w'as time to turn to something tor 
a livelihood, he put an end to holidaying in France 
and became for some years mathematical tutor at 
a school in the north country I have seen it 
suggested that his mastery of mathematics has been 
* as valuable to him in the construction of his novels 
'as Hardy’s practical knowledge ot the piinciples of 
architecture has been to him, but you aie at liberty 
to doubt this after reading the opinion of that science 
which he allows Marcus Ordeyne to express “ 1 
learned my living at school-slavei>,” says Marcus, 
IJ* teaching children the most useless, the most dis¬ 
astrous, the most soul-cramping branch know- 
blge wherewith pedagogues in their insensate folly 
cnppled the minds and blasted the lives of 
of their fellow-creatures — elementary 
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mathematics ” From which you may gather 
that he look little joy in those years of labour m the ' 
school up north, and the wonder is that his native 
urbanity and gracious personal charm should havCv^^j 
remained completely unruflled by those uncongenial 
experiences 

He had escaped from schoolmastcnng and pub*^^ 
lished four no\cls before he was appointed secretary 
of the Royal Institute of Hiitish Aichitects, and he 
did not relinquish that post until after his two most 
successful novels had mad( him famous and hia. 


position in literature was more than secure 

Not as a piceoeious genius, but as a man of thirty- ^ 
two who had seen enough of life to know something ' 
about It, Loeke entered the publisher’s list in 1895 
and challenged the woild at large with his fiist book,, 
“ At the Gate of Samaria ” It was by way of beings 
a problem novel, for the pioblem novel w'as then 
having a day out It was done in rather sombre, 
more lealistic colours than he w\is going to use m. 
Ills succeeding stories , has little of the gaiety, 
glancing fancy and idealistic sentiment that havc^ 


now become characteristic of his work But it 
a sound, capable piece of craftsmanship, the criti^^ 
were on the whole appreciative, the public interested 
and the sales respectable without being exciting,^ 
Following this in steady succession came 
Demagogue and Lady Phayre ”, “ A Stud^f ^ 
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' Shadows ”, “ Derelicts ”, “ Idols ”, “ The Usurper,” 
/‘Where Love Is”—and the reviewers went on 
,handing out Liurcls to him (most oi them), his circle 
^of readers remained loyal, and it began to look as li 
"he were settling down among the many novelists 
'.whose iinfuhng public is large enough to make an 
tauthor’s hie worth while but has done growing 
^^Yet by the time he had wiitteii “ Deielitts ” he had 
^ discovered the formula that was presently to carry 
^him far beyond such (piiet sue cess into a roaring 
popularity , he had discovered his gilt for trans- 
'figuring the commonplace world and its people, 
conjuring them into a lairy-tale and still making 
his men and women seem amazingly htelike and his 
‘ tale all true Nor is thtre any hint of dispaiagcment 
, in saying this Hasn’t Chesterton eulogistieally 
^declared that Mr Pickwick is a fairy ^ Doesn’t he 
insist that all Dickens’s characters ait fairies, gnomes, 
wand his scenes laid in a fairyland of his own 
invention ^ There is a sense in which this is simple 
J,tnith , a sense in winch it is the simplest truth of 
JU)cke He is an idealist, and stes that soul 
goodness in things evil which lemains invisible 
™ your superficial, short-sighted, unimaginative 
M^hst He has the imagination that oreates, and 
^Mrefore is not contented merely to observe and 
raMjptibe what any of us can see for himself, but 
tr#*ats the visible existences around him as 


167 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


raw material for his art, chooses his clay puppets 
and somewhat ethcrialises them, touches them with 
ideal qualities that most of us have but only exercise 
in our dreams, as a magician might take a dull 
peasant and turn him into a prince, not making 
him less human but more finely human in the 
process 

For ten years he wove his spells adroitly and that 
circle of the laithtiil was susceptible to them , then 
he did it once again and, in IQ05, with “ The Morals 
of Marcus OrdcyiK ”, did it so triumphantly that 
Maicus was soon the talk of the town, the book of 
the year, and not only a special section but a wide 
world ol all sorts and conditions was at his feet* 


Yet thtie lb nothing in the story to justify the miracle. 
It IS a typical Locke fantasy, and certainly not 
supcnoi in theme or treatment to its immediate 
foitrunner Sir Marcus, you remember, meets on 
the Tliamcs Fmbankmcnt the lost, helpless, pretty 
Carlotta, who has been brought from a Turkish 
harem by a rescuer who has deserted her , he takes 


pity on the child, adopts her, devotes himself tp 
her training and upbringing with, after many tribu* 
lations, the only ending that could have please^f 
everybody Nothing here for which one woulq 
prophecy a “ boom ” But the book was full 4^ 
character, its various characters were all cwk 
such human traits were touched into them so 
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that you could not disbelieve in them while the 
Author had his comether on you , and the whole 
thing w^as told with a wit and humour so li\ely and 
SO delicate, a sentiment so irresistibly alluring that 
you surrendered yourself to the sheer delight of it 
without thinking what you were doing I recollect 
,^how one critic began by saying the plot was crude 
and ridiculous, and ended by confessing his enjoy- 
, ment, his admiration of the artistic finish w^ith which 
'even the slightest chaiacteis were drawn, and 
praising without stint the cleverness and brilliant 
^ease of the narrative throughout That was the 
j Jkind of hold it took upon its readers It gave Lexke 
a vogue in America too, and being dramatised filled 
^ a London theatre lor many nights and toured the 
provinces for years 

Next year Locke clinched his success with the 
"greatest of his books-“The Beloved Vagabond”, 
' which eclipsed “ The Morals of Marcus ” as a novel 
'fif not as a play, and still remains the high-water 
\niark of his achievement It is the outstanding 
' English picaresque romance of our day Mr Locke 
ihas a special weakness for such delightful, irrc- 
^Iponsible, golden-hearted rascals as Paragot, who 
^tould so easily have been a squalid, unmitigated 
^^ipder in the hands of a plodding realist Sebastian 
m ” The Morals of Marcus Ordeyne ”, 
I^Kl^er member of the same family; so is that 
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later, slighter, joyous heathen Aristide Pujol , aiwl 
there arc other such in other of his books 

'I he driving force behind his stones is their 
sineenty , their sympathy with the sins, follies, 
vanities, errors of the motlc) human multitude i$ 
his own , they arc idealistic because he is himself aft 
idealist and m some wa}s almost as epiixotic as any 
of his favourite htrocs He puts himself into hia 
books, and >ou hnd him there, seholarly, kindly, 
VMttv, uiialhcted, and so much a man ol the world 
that he no more let Is it nc(issai) to wTite like on© 
than a million iin. leels it iiteessarv to piove he is 
neh In talking all the time ibout his money 
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You would think it should be easy—far easier than 
writing a novel—for any man of literary capacity 
to sit down and write the story of his own life, bring 
into It, instead of imaginary characters, the real 
men and women he has known, and so make a great 
Autobiography Yet there are fewer great books in 
autobiography than in any other form of literature 
Some years ago I wms remarking on this to Keble 
Howard, and he accounted for the deficiency by 
laying it dowm that hardly any man started to write 
his memoirs tih his mcmoiy was failing and he was 
getting too old to work It is supposed to be pre- 
‘ aumptious, a little sclf-conceited, for a celebrity of 
any sort to publish his private history until he is so 
I far advanced in years that, even if he has done 
^.nothing else respectable, he can claim to be respected 
l^n account of his age Howard contended, and I 
p^ree with him, that a man of seventy or so has 
Stoerally forgotten as much of the earlier half of 
as he remembers, and often misinterprets 
Mik he does remember because he looks back on 
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it from a wholly different standpoint, misses thfi 
importance of things that were important when they 
happened, feds for his young self now as he did 
not feel at the time, makes tragedies of what theft 
seemed comedies, and comedies of what seemed, 
tragedies, and gets the whole picture out of focus^' 
1 have* lived long enouglv since then to hav^e beeft 
able to prove lor m^sell that all this is accurate 
for I have rtad divers mtmoirs of men whom 


knew when the) were middle-aged and I waS 
)outhfiil, noting how much the) omitted, incidents 
they have waipcd in the telling, events to which! 
they have gi\en an emotiond significance that nevef^ 
really belonged to them To rtmed) such a state* 
ot things Keble' Howard’s idea v\as that anybody^ 
wlio had done anvthing, and meant to do more^^ 
should write the first volume ot his autobiography n 
when he was under thirtv, while he was still near 
enough to his vouth not to have lost all the freshness^ 
of its lethngs, still near enough to his childhood tft, 


be abU to revive in his thoughts the actual magic' 
of Its atmosphere , he should write his second,', 
volume when he was about lift), and his third whet^*- 
he was so far from the beginning that the end coul^ 
not be much farther on That is the only way, 
believe, to do the thing perfectly Wc have so £ 
great autobiographies because most of them' 
more or less imaginary, so few of them are tnie^ 
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" l:'ossibly Stephen McKenna arrived independently 
mt the same conclusion, for in 1921, when he was 
thirty-three, he published “ W hile 1 Remember 
which is in clTect the liist volume ot lus autobio¬ 
graphy But he reveals less of himself in this than 
of his surroundings 11c is too much ot what is 
commonly described as a gentleman of the old 
school to indulge in personalities and give away 
unpleasant tacts about his filends, or cvin about his 
enemies , he will criticise their public lift with 
devastating wit and epigrammatic satire, but he 
betrays no intimacies, will have nothing to say of 
their private characters 01 eiiiuhiet, and he is almost 
as reticent in talking ot himself as ot others \ou 
gather tiom iiis lii^t aulohiographieal Iragment that 
before he went to Oxford, ot which lu gives some 
delightful impressionistic skeUhes, he went to 
Westminster School, «ind was toi a wink, a teacher 
there, and pci haps the most personal note in the 
book IS in a greeting to some of lus old pupils, which 
owns that he Idushes to recall the lessons he taught 
them “ My ineompeleiiee was ineuiable,” he 
says “ I should be well pleased to think that your 
tnemoncs of me are a hundiedth pait as kindly as 
memories of you D(;es it comfort you to know 
it my awe of you continued for three terms ^ If 
the prayer-bell had not rung before I showed 
I could not solve some diabolical equation ! 
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If you could have seen into my mind during the first 
week when I ranged you m alphabetical order and 
guided myself despairingly by the two red-heads in 
the form • ” 

If he does not fill his pages with careless and 
indiscreet gossip of all sorts of well-known people 
it IS not for lack of material, but simply that he has . 
a conscience and a strict code of honour that make 
such chatter impossible to him He will tell you ' 
of his experiences, during the war, in the Intelli- ' 
gence section of the War 'I nde Department, and, 
briefly, of his experiences with the Balfour Mission 
in America, but though he has mixed largely in 
modern soeiety and the world of letters and, as 
nephew of one of the ablest of latter-da> Chancellors 
of the Exchequer, has been a good deal behind the * 
scenes in political circles, he does not, after the 
manner of the usual sensational Dianes and Memoirs , 
nowadays, scarify individual members of any circle,, 
but reserves his commentary and condemnation for 
the changes and degeneration that have come over * 
our general social habits and behaviour, limits hiS 
discussion of contemporary writers to their worka^V 
and his criticism of famous politicians, and this is 
drastic enough, to their doings and misdoings 
the political scene ^ 

All which reticences are natural to him 
exactly characteristic They seem to 

t 

176 


4 



STEPHEN MCKENNA 


4 

austerity that is in keeping with his somewhat 
ascetic appearance But it in piofilc, as someboily 
has suggested, he tuiiousl) resembles the portiails 
of Dante, there is more of the giiciousncss than 
the gloom and bitterness of the sombre Florentine 
in his composition You may realise that it >oii 
read “ Tex,” the charming memorial \olurnc he 
produced after the death of Tcxicra de Mattos It 
is a collection of his dead friend’s letlcis linked 
together with explanatory notes of his own, and m 
these lettcis, and indirecll) m tlie notes, I think }ou 
get more intimate glimpses oi the real McKenna 
than anywhere else, and find him, behind the polite 
mask and settled air of restraint, often ii responsibly 
outspoken, ahva\s sympathetic, waim-bearled, and 
with a very genius for friendship 

If he has studiously avoided personalities in his 
memoirs, he has, of course, diawn fieely in his 
novels on his knowledge of political and social life 
and people, though even thcie nobody has, so far, 
pretended to recognise living oiiginals of any of his 
characters He began his careei as a novelist with 
two artificial comedies, “ The Reluctant J.«ovei ”, 
in 1912, and ” Sheila Intei\encs ”, in 1913 They 
some affinity with the romantic fantasies of 
J. Locke and the sparkling talk of Dodo ” and 
Dolly Dialogues ” The stoiy in each was 
the lightest of hght touches, and the 
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conversations were punctuated with smart epigrams. 
Their cleverness was undeniable, and already, in 
“ Sheila ”, he was making play with his knowledge 
of political aftairs The}- were brilliantly clever, 
but ran entertainingly on the surface of things He 
was learning to use his tools , feeling his way In 
“ 'J'hc Sixth Sense ” lie was beginning to find it, 
and he found it triumphantly in “ Sonia, or Between 
Two Worlds ” 

“ Sonia ” IS one of the notable things in fiction 
that came out of the war It appeared in I 9 I 7 > 
when we were all uplifted to high ideals and sus¬ 
tained by a fine belief that a new and nobler world 
was to rise, phaniv-like, out of the ashes and chaos 
into which the old world had been resolved The 
atmospheic of tliat time, all its surge of altruistic 
emotion, ate so scnsitntly and realistically pre¬ 
served in the story that one cannot re-read it now 
without a SLUSc of regret that wc have forgotten SO 
much of our near past and failed so meanly to realise 
the better state that, in those daik da>s, we were all 
',0 MUCcrelv confident of building Beginning in 
the decadent world of the late ’nineties and the dawn 
of the century, the story comes down, or goes 
into the miraculously new world that the war madti^^ 
and glances optimistically into the future 
of its characters are drawn from the higher 
of society, and the love romance of Soma and 
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0 *Ranc, the most charming and glowingly human 
hero McKenna has evti given us, has the social and 
political history of the period tor its setting Never 
before or since has he shown himselt so much 
of an idealist nor handled great issues with such 
master} and imaginative insight “ Sonia ” has 
been ranked with the gicat political novels ot 
Disraeli, and I doubt whethei Disraeli ever did any¬ 
thing so fine in poignancy ol feeling and delicacy 
of style 

“ Nintt}-Si\ Hours’ Leave ”, his othei war novel, 
was a lively tale written for unusement only , and 
** Sonia Marricil ” ni untamed the tradition attach¬ 
ing to sequels and did not ri^c to tlie level of ” Sonia ” 
The biggest ot his other novels are, I think, ” Midas 
' and Son ”, a masterpiece of irony, a moidant satire 
on the vanity riclus , md that brilliant study ot 
. the snobbishness, shallowness, cynicism, social 
ambition ol the unpleasant Lady Ann Spenvvoith, 
"“The ConfesMons of a Well-Meaning Woman” 
It blends a maturcr philosophy ot lite with the 
vivacity and sparkle of his early conversational 
'^sl^OVels It exposes without mciey the squahel little 
of a person who is or has been of importance 
4 ^ society, and if her self-revelations make her seem 
(M^H^orrent it is because she herself stems so abhor- 
alive and so minutely true to certain morbid, 
sides of human nature 
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You would not guess from the abounding vitality 
he puts into his novels that McKenna was by no 
means of the robust kind In winter he generally 
escapes from our unsatisfactory climate, and yO^ 
hear of him voyaging to remote parts of Asia or 
South Amcnea, or somewhere where the sun shines. 
But when he is at luune, there is an hour before 
lunch, at the end of the morning’s work, that is 
given over to anv fntnds who may drop in at hiS 
pkasant lancoln’s Inn chambers, to find him the 
nu)st genial and inteiestinp and inUrested of hosts, 
with as neat a hand tor mixing a cocktail as any in 
London 
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From a literary and dramatic point of view, Compton 
Mackenzie may almost be said to have been born 
in the purple Even a quite modest minor prophet 
who had stood by his cradle at West Hartlepool, 
in January, 1883, might have ventured to predict 
a future for him For his father was the well-known 
actor Edward Compton, author of several plays 
and founder of the Compton Comedy Company, 
and his aunt was “ Leah ” Bateman, one of the most 
famous Lady Macbeth’s who ever walked the stage , 
his uncle C <J Compton was a novelist of parts , 
and he numbers among his distant relations the poet 
and critic John Addington Symonds and that brilli¬ 
ant and, nov\adays, too little appreciated novelist 
and playwright “ George Paston ” (Miss E M 
Symonds) Nor did he absorb all the gifts of the 
family, for that distinguished actress Miss Fay 
Jpompton IS his sister 

^rom St Paul’s School, Mackenzie went to 
Imprd in the early years of this century, and if he 
not break any scholarship records at Magdalen, 
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he edited “ The Oxford Point of View ”, which he 
helped to found, and became business manager of 
the Oxford Union Dramatic Society, and on occasion 
showed himself an actor of distinction Aftet 
leaving Oxiord he married and withdrew into the 
wilds ol Cornwall, where he seems to have written 
industriously for some years with no immediate 
results, beyond the publication of a book of verse 
in 1907, and a play, ” The (ientleman in Grey 
which was produced at the Lyceum Theatre, 
Edinburgh, but did not stn there long enough to 
matter Also in his Cornish retirement he wrote 
his first novel, ” '1 he Passionate Elopement”, but 
It took him longer to get it publl^hed than to write 
it When it had bten up to London and back again 
three or four timts,it began to look so worthless and 
he grew so indilftrcnt toward it, that he would not 
waste more mone} than necessary on it but let it go , 
waiulciing unicgistered up and dowm and take its 
chance of being lost in the post Seven publishers 
had rejected it btfoie, in a happy hour, he sent it to 
Martin Seeker, who was then about setting up in 
business, and when he published it, early in 1911, 
it sold so well that within three weeks it had to 
reprinted The story is of the eighteenth century» 
the scene is laid at Curtain Wells, a gay and fasbio^® 
able spa, where Beau Ripple reigned supremj^^ 
Beau Nash used to reign at Bath The chari^S^ 
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are as gracefully artificial as if they had walked out 
of an eighteenth century pastoial—the pretty blue¬ 
eyed Phyllida, the chivalrous Charles Lovely, who 
loves her in vain, and the dashing, rascally card- 
sharper, Vernon, who wins her and carries her off 
in the end—they live gracefully, and their tale is all 
told, and they smile and sigh and mince and bow 
their ways through it, with the charm and fragile 
daintiness that belong to old minuets and Dresden 
china shepherds and shepherdesses Mackenzie 
has never done another such light and exquisite 
caprice though he had every encouragement to 
repeat the experiment, for “ The Passionate 
Elopement pleased the public as well as the 
critics and had run through four editions by the 
end of the year 

Just before or immediately after this success, he 
came from h ib Cornish fastness up to London, 
settled in Westminster, and turned his hand to 
potting plays, writing lyrics and reviews for Pehssier, 
whose “ Follies ” were then at the height of their 
popularity But in spite of these distracting em¬ 
ployments he found time for a good deal of more 
S^important work during the brief period that West- 
^tninster’s staid, old-world North street numbered 
among its tenants There he wrote his second 
“ Carnival ”, and had prepared a dramatic 
i&aion of it before it was published in 1912 , he 
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collected a second volume of his verse, “ Kensingtoi 
Rhymes ” (since when he has done no other) ant 
It appeared in the same year , and he had begun or 
the writing of “ Sinister Street ”, hut had to lay i 
aside to cross the w^ater and superintend the produc¬ 
tion of “ Carnival ” at a New York theatre 

He never set up his tent again m London , partly 
1 believe, because its atmosphere had affected his 
health unfavourably , partly, I suspect, because the 
social interruptions to which a towm-dw'eller is 
subject interfered too much with his W'orking 
arrangements An)how, lu transported himself tc 
the (jult of Naples and discovered an ideal retreat 
in a delightful villa on the Isle of Capri In these 
lattci days, as if the love of solitude had grown upon 
him, he has acquiied one of the smaller of the Channel 
Islands and made himself lord of llcrm, and now 
divides his }car between that remote and rocky islet 
and his villa at Capri 

At Capri he finished “ Sinister Street ”, one of 
the longest of modern novels and much the longest 
of his own Some of De Morgan’s w'ere nearly as 
long, and some by Dickens and Thackeray werti 
longer, but a book of two hundred and fifty thousand 
words IS apt to daunt the degenerate reader of to-day 
so “ Sinister Street ” w'as published m two volumel 
with half a year’s interval between, and nobo^ 
was daunted No book of Mackenzie’s had a 
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enthusiastic reception IIis readers are uncertain 
whether this or “ Guy and Pauline ” is his highest, 
most artistic achievement, and 1 am with those who 
give first place to “ Sinister Street *’ If there has 
ever been a more re\eahng study of the heart and 
mind and e\cr\-day life of a boy than that ot Michael 
Fane, 1 have never read it He and his sistei Stella, 
the Carthew family and the misctllancous chaiactcrs 
gathered about them in their tally years arc drawn 
with such sympathy and insight, such a sense ot 
actuality, that not a few have piofcsscd to idtntity 
living originals from whom certain ot them were 
modelled 

The \var had broken out between the appearance 
of “ Simstci Street ” and “ Guy and J^aiilinc ” and 
Mackenzie had gone on the Dai dandles Expedition 
as a Lieutenant (shorth to be promoted to a cap¬ 
taincy) in the Ro}aI Maiines lie was invalided 
out of this business and presently made successively, 
Mihtarv Control Oftiecr at Athens, and Dirtetor of 
an Intelligenee Depaitinent at Syiia, and in due 
course reecned various honours loi his wai services 
.There is little or no trace ot the war in his subse- 
^ .quent books, unless \ou ascribe to its disturbing 
influences the facts that ncilhci “ 'I’hc Early Life 
Adventures of Sylvia Scarlett ” nor “ Sylvia 
Michael ”, admirable and vivid picturesque 
as they are, will compare, either in subtlety 
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of characterisation or in grace and strength of styk, 
with the best of his pre-war work Neither “ Rich 
Relations ” nor “ Poor Relations ” marked much of 
a recovery, and “ 'Ihe Vanity Girl ”, in which he 
uses the war for the purpose of getting rid of a bad 
character, is not saved by occasional flashes of narra¬ 
tive power and brilliant descriptive passages from 
being an essay in picturesque and rather cheap 
melodrama But with “ The Altar Steps ” in 1922, 
he returned to higher lev els—his hand was never 
more cunning in the portjajal of character, and 
there is enough in this story of the growth of Mark 
Lidderdalt’s soul and his progress tow^ard the 
religious life to indicate that the author of “ Sinister 
Street ” and ” Guy and Pauline ” is not yet to be 
put aside with those whose future is behind 
them 

1 have seen it said that two or three of Mackenzie*® 
novels arc largely autobiographical Certainly he 
puts into them scenes and places that were associated 
w'lth his youth and early manhood, life at Oxford, 
Cornwall, the theatre and theatrical people, and 
goes on handling, developing three or four of his 
characters in successive novels, bringing them inter 
this, that and the other story as if he were giving 
them their proper place in episodes that had rcalM 
happened Sylvia Scarlett reappears in 
Vanity Girl ” , Maunce Avery of “ Carmval ** 
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through “Sinister Street”, and Guy HazWood, 
who IS at Oxtord in that novel, is the hero of “ Guy 
and Pauline ”, in which also Michael lane, the 
principal figure in “ Sinister Street ”, plays a very 
minor part Thackciay, Trollope and others prac¬ 
tised the same device, and there is no reliable sig¬ 
nificance in It, except that it helps the reader, and 
probably the author himself, to an easier sense of 
the reality of such persons Something of Mac¬ 
kenzie’s childhood has gone, no doubt, into his 
“ Kensington Rhymes ” , and he, like Michael Fane, 
spent his boyhood at Kensington, attended a big 
public school in London, and, like Michael, went 
to Oxford, and may have given Michael throughout 
some of his own (xpciicnces You may fancy 
resemblances between his withdrawing into Cornwall 
and publishing a book o^ vcrsi, and (jiiy Ila/lewood 
going, as his lather has it, “ to bury yourself in a 
remote village whtre, having saddled yourself with 
the responsibilities ot a house, you announce your 
intention of living by poetiy * ” 'Fhcrc may be 
personal touches m this, and in Guy’s efforts to find 
a publisher for his book of poems, hut who shall 
say where autobiography ends and fiction begins^ 
"Naturally, every novelist w'orks with his experience 
a potter works with clay, but he usually trans- 
litres that raw material and moulds it into new 
of his own invention The truest, most 
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living characters in fiction are those that draw their 
vitality from the author’s self No doubt if we knew 
enough about him, we could find a good deal of 
Shakespeare in his most masterly characterisations. 

There is a lot of solemn and prett ntious nonsense 
talked in the name of psychology It is possible to 
make shrewd guesses, but no man can positively 
analyse the mind of another When \\t think 
W'c arc making a marvellous study of another’s 
motives, wt art studying the motives that w^ould 
have been ouis in his tii f umstances Professor 
hreiid, with his doLtrinc of psycho-analysis, has 
lurntd the liLad and choked the narrative vein of 
many an otherwise tap.ihlc novelist who has felt a 
spurious sense ol ‘•upeiiority in trying to giaft the 
ait ot medicine on the art ot fiction 

^Jheie IS tiuer psychology m Mackenzie’s novels 
than in the precious novels of most ol our professed 
psychologists He has done bigger wnrk than theirs 
vMth a more modest conception ot the novelist’s 
function “ I confess that 1 like a book to be read¬ 
able,” he once wiote, “it seems to me that a 
capacity lor entertaining a certain number ol people 
IS the chief justification for writing novels ” Hft,; 
depiecatcs this as “ a low-browed ambition,” bud 
it was high enough for the gieat novelists of the p$$|| 
and the pseudo-medical methods of Freudism 
not look like producing any that are greater. 
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Were I put to select the four or five poets who 
are most typically modern-—most essentially of our 
own time, I think I should name Kipling, Hardy, 
Wilfrid Gibson, Siegfried Sassoon and John Mase¬ 
field, and Masefield perhaps before all. There are 
Others who have written poetry as fine, or even 
finer, but nearly all of them, had they been con¬ 
temporary with Tennyson, Wordsworth, Keats, 
Blake, might have written very much as they are 
writing now without seeming to have been born 
out of their due period The five I have named 
could not have done this either m theme or manner 
i their poems are too intimate a growth of our own 
generation, as unmistakably of to-day as the motor- 
bus or as wireless is I am not forgetting Crabbe, 
- the father of modern realistic poetry, but he miti- 
^^ted his unorthodoxies by observing a respectable 
ll^ticence of phrase, by subscribing to poetical con- 
l^cntions of language, and clothing his newness in 
old-fashioned mantle of Pope 

philosophy of my chosen five may be 
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sometimes akin to that of FitzGerald’s Omar, but dli 
old wine is in aggressively new bottles And I am noi 
forgetting that Hardy was Tennyson’s contemporary 
and not a little of his poetry was written in the 6o^ 
and 70’s, though it was not published then If i 
had been published, the tastes and standards of tha* 
formal age would have found it so wanting that i 
never would have won for Hardy then the fame i 
has given him now Think of Tennyson, with hii 
conviction that 

" th( form, the form done is eloquent,’’ 

trying with his hyper-sensitive ear the wingless 
rugged lyiics of Hardy, setting himself to read then 
aloud, like the poet in his own “ English Idylls,” 

“ moutliing out hi& hollow oes and acs,” 

and finding it couldn’t be done, for here was s 
poetical nonconformist who sacrificed verbal beaut] 
to naked truth and was more earnest about what h< 
had to say than about mouthing it in grandiose 
orotundities of phrase 

Certainly, by the time Tennyson had done with it, 
poetry w^as becoming too much a matter of phrasC; 
making , the poet himself was contracting a sort ed 
sentimental snobbery, segregating himself from ^ 
crowd, losing touch with common life, and 
own sakes and that of their art, many of us 
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Scott put it, that we wanted to “ flatten out 
Parnassus For poetry has been looked up to far 
too long , It IS time the reader looked down on it, 
nothing IS doing its dignity more damage than the 
palsying superstition that it is something excessively 
sublime The reader picks out his prose-men , he 
is familiar with philosophers , but the moment he 
jnentions verse he remembers the proprieties , up 
go his eyes and down droops his voice , and from 
what is no doubt just a nice, natural desire to do 
nothing offensive to refinement, he invariably speaks 
of the specially simple, jolly, frank and friendly 
souls who make it as though they were wilted piiests 
Whereas, in reality, of course, they are of all waters, 
exactly the men whom it is most needful to see as 
human beings , for of all forms of writing theirs is 
the most personal, intimate, instinctive- poetry 
being, after all, simply essence of utterance- speech 
with the artifice left out 

To this it now approximates, but it was not this, 
nor were the poets such simple, unaffected souls 
until Kipling had begun to outiage their delicacies, 
shock their exquisite, artistic refinements with the 
noise and dazzle of his robust magic, and others, 
tike Hardy, Gibson and Masefield, had brought 
Ipetry out of her sacred temple and made her at 
in inns, and kitchens, and workshops, cottages 
^^>jtliean streets and all manner of vagabond places, 
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restored her to plain nature and human nature allS 
taught her to sing her heart out m the language of, 
average men—sometimes in the language of men 
who were quite below the average But even this 
was better than limiting her to expressing her 
thoughts and emotions in artificial elegancies that 
no man ever uses except when he is posing and 
perorating on public platforms 

In his beginnings Masefield was not unaffected ' 
by the Kipling influence , you can trace it in the 
lilting mtasiires of some of his early “ Salt Water 
Ballads ” , perhaps here and there in his early 
prose stones and sketches, “ A Tarpaulin Muster 
“ A Mainsail Haul He was realising and natur¬ 
alising the seaman there, as Kipling had realised and 
naturalised the soldier But he was already doing ^ 
more than that, he put into those first Ballads, and 
the “ Poems and Ballads ” that soon followed them, , 
a grace of fancy, a charm and beauty, also true to 
the life he pictured, that do not come within the 
range of Kipling’s genius He was feeling after 
and foreshadowing there, too, his own special 
mission as a poet—if one may use so portentous a 
word as mission without having it taken in any but 
Its artistic significance His business was not to 
with dignitaries and classical heroisms, he says^^H 
“ Consecration,** but with sadors and stokers 
men of no account— 


196 



JOHN MASEFIELD 

* Not the rulers for me, but the rankers, the tramp of the 
road. 

The slave with the sack on his shoulders pricked on with 
the goad, 

The man with too weighty a burden, too w( ary a load 
Of the maimed, of the halt and the blind in the lain and 
the cold— 

Of these shall my songs be fashioned, my talcs be told ” 

And of this purpose have come that most poignant 
and effective of his dramas, “ The Tragedy of Nan ”, 
his stones, ” The Street of To-day ”, ” Multitude 
and Solitude ”, and those narrative poems that are 
his highest and most distinctive achievement, “ The 
Everlasting Mercy ”, “ The Widow in the Bye 
Street,”, ” Dauber ”, and ” The Daffodil Fields ” 
In these he is still on that quest for beauty— 

“ that one beauty 
God put me here to find—" 

to which he consecrated his gift at the outset, when 
he claimed as his kingdom 

** the dirt and the dross, the dust and scum of the earth,” 

though he 13 following it here less obviously than in 
ithe statelier, noble sonnet sequence of ‘‘ Lollingdon 
Downs ” In the narrative poems he. is seeking 
the soul of beauty in things evil, in things common 
sometimes unclean, in lives that are broken and 
world's rough hands have soiled ,His 
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passion for realism, for the stark truth of life as it 
IS lived, IS transparently sincere , it is absurd to 
object that his stories aie melodramatic, since they 
are not more so than life itself is, but there is reason 
in the protest that he pushes the crudities of his’ 
dialogue too far, is apt to be over-violent in language 
and uses ugly expletives so Ireely that, instead of 
adding to the reality of his characters and incidents, 
they detract from it, come to seem artificial, till one 
suspects an affectation in them and is more irritated 
than impressed Take, for example, the close of 
that squabble between Saul Kane and Billy Myers, 
in “ The Everlasting Mercy — 


“ You c1o:j1i> put " 

" This lb Illy field " 

" I'm nikr hen ' 

" I'll light you for it ” 


“You bloody liar “ 

“ This IS my wire “ 

“ You ain't “ 

“ 1 am “ 

“ Right, b> dam “ 


Whether such a man would say “I’m ruler here 
is of small consequence, but no man swears “ By 
dam,” and you feel that the word is either use4 
arbitraiily for the sake of the rhyme, or with an id^ 
of being forceful at all costs And though a 
might say, “ I’ll bloody well put him in a hl< 
fix,” and “ I’ll bloody well burn his bloody lit 
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mere is the same sense of desperate straining after 
effect in making him say, 

" I'll bloody him a bloody h\ 
ril bloody burn hib bloody ncLs," 

because no ruffian was ever heard to speak so 
elliptically, and you feel it is only done in order 
that the metre may be made to accommodate a 
Startling plethora of profanity Such excesses 
sound a false note and are out of tunc with the 
general truth, the vivid reality that give the stories 
their authentic power and gieatncss 

I have heard it said that these abei rations lepre- 
sent the efforts of one who is naturally reticent and 
fastidious to present with due forcefulness certain 
bnital and lawless types of character that are not 
within his personal knowledge , but I doubt this 
He may have exercised his imagination, and if so, 
he exercised it potently in writing “ Reynard the 
Fox ” and “ Right Royal ”, for I should guess he 
never went fox-hunting or stccple-chasing, but for 
“ Dauber ” and the raw human creatures of The 
Everlasting Mercy ”, “ The Widow in the Bye 
Street ” and “ The Daffodil hields ” he may very 
trell have drawn on memory and ei^perience of 
^ople he has known For he was not reared m 
^Mton-wool nor matured among the comparative 
of office-life. From a training vessel, he 
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went to sea in the merchant service, knocked about 
the world on sailing-ships and has put some of his 
old shipmates into his ballads and some of them and 
some of their yarns into “ A Mainsail Haul ” and 
his first novel, “ Captain Margaret ” Quitting the 
sea, he went tramping in America, picking up a 
livelihood by casual work on farms, and after a while 
settled down to serve behind a bar in New York, 
escaping from the noise and squalor and drudgery 
of it at night to solace himself with the “ Morte 
d’Arthur ” after he had gone up to his garret to bed. 
It was a har«;h apprenticeship, that on sea and on 
land, but it broadened his outlook and his sympathies, 
and fitted him to be, as he was presently resolved 
to be, the interpreter of “ the men of the tattered 
battalion — 

"lie h\(l had rc\tl.ilJon of the lies 
Cloaking the truth iruii iKvcr choose to know 
He could hull witness’ now and duinsc then C3LS , 

He had beheld in siillcrmg , he \Nab wise" 

Ills work as a critic is in a certain newspaper where 
he used to review new poets before he w^as recognised 
as one, and in his scholarly, revealing study of 
“ Shakespeare , but his finest, most imaginative 
prose is in that poignant book of “ Gallipoli which; 
he wrote after he came home from serving therc'^a 
the Great War 
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It is interesting, and a little saddening, to look 
through a list of living novelists and pick out the 
names of those who were well in the first flight of 
popularity ten or fifteen years ago but have since 
fallen back steadily, year after year, into the second, 
third and fourth flights, until now they are almost 
absorbed into the multitudinous rearward ranks 
where the unpopular and the mediocre rub shoulders 
with survivors who still ruffle it obscurely on the 
strength of a past reputation For it is easier to 
become popular than to remain so No author can 
take the public by surprise a second time A novel 
that has some freshness of fable or style, though it 
^be in some ways crude and in no way great, may 
|ijl0 the trick once , but if an author follows this with 
ipll^uccession of books in a too-similar vein, showing 
mifipening of his mind, no growth of knowledge or 
n&qition, nothing but a sprightly repetition of that 
, morning freshness, which was well enough 
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when the day was new, his public begins to yawr 
and go away A juggler, when he has exhausted 
his little repertoire and finds the plate coming bads 
to him almost empty, can roll up his scrap of carpet 
walk round the corner, and in another street collect 
a different crowd to whom all his old conjurings are 
new , but no writer can attract a fresh public foi 
each fresh book he produces -his only way is tc 
keep sure hold on his first readers and add to them 
and this he cannot do unless he matures m his bookfi 
as he dots, or should do, in himself Ills public is 
all the while growing older, and the pathos and 
humoui and general outlook on hie that satisfy a 
young man oi a young woman will rarely make the 
same appeal to them when they arrive at maturity. 
The humour that tickles you to-day will scarcely 
move you to a smile when you have lived, enjoyed 
worked and suffered loi another deeade or so in 
such a world as this , the pathos that once meltee^ 
you to pleasant tears jars upon you when you re-reaq 
it now and seems but shallow^ youthful sentimen* 
tality , what you had used to think a dashingly 
romantic incident or character bores you now and 
seems tinsel unreality You have been growing up] 
and if the growth of your favourite novelist ddfS 
not at least keep pace with your own, you natur^^ 
pass on and leave him behind Had ** 
Copperfield ” been simply another “ Oliver 
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vickens would have been but the novelist for an 
ige. and that not the middle-age 
Largely, I think, because he went on with a 
sroadening vision of life, a ripening knowledge of 
:he world, a deepening sympathy with human 
^ fcharacter, the books of A K W Mason have re- 
:ained for him the popularity he w^on about a quarter 
)f a centuiy ago with “ The Courtship oi Morrice 
‘ Juckler ” Read “ Morricc Buckler” again, and 
hen “The Foui Featheis ” and “The Broken 
ioad ”, and you will rtcognist how he grew up with 
'’'nis readers You can still take delight in “ Morrice 
Buckler ”, but the latci books >ield you a fuller 
enjoyment - they have put off the careless glamour 
and reckless gallantries of gay lomance, and have 
put on the soberer, more enduring garb of more 
familiar humanity, that does not wear its romance 
upon its sleeve, but more poignantly, more wonder¬ 
fully. at the tioubled heait of it 

Born in 1865, Mason is an old Dulwich College 
' boy, and took his B A degree at Oxford At 
Oxford, too, he showed a strong predilection for 
^the drama, and was one of that University’s notable 
l^amateur actors Later, he took to the stage in 
^<5arnest, and toured the provinces with the Benson 
pCf^pany and the Compton Comedy Company, and 
iji London as one of the soldiers m Shaw’s 
and the Man ” But the ambition that 
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called him on to the stage presently called him 
off, and in 1895 he commenced his career as t 
novelist 

It was not a very promising beginning His first 
novel, “ A Romance of Wastdale ”, w'as w'ell enough 
received by the critics, but the public did not nse 
to It, and Mason seems to have suppressed it with 
unnecessary rigour Competent judges have as-' 
sured me it \\as a story of more than ordinary 
distinction and merited a better fate However, its 
author had not long to wait for his due meed A 
year after, in 1896, ” I’he Courtship of Mornce 
Buckler ” was published, and its publication gave 
Mason his place forthwith as an extraordinarily 
popular novelist Jt was the novel of the day , it 
was read and talked about everywhere, ran through 
I don’t know how many thousands, and still goes 
as a safe seller into any series of popular reprints*, 

” The Philanderers ” appeared in 1897, 
quick succession came “ Laurence Clavering ”, 
” Parson Kelley ” (written in collaboration with^ 
Andrew^ Lang), ” Miranda of the Balcony ”, ” ThC' 
Watchers ”, “ Clementina ”, that has all the das^ 
and headlong movement of Dumas and a grace andb 
pathos that Dumas had not, ” The P'our Feathers 
” The Truants ”, ” Running Water ”, “ The BrokfiS 
Road”, “At the \illa Rose”, “The TurnstlieM 
and “ The Summons ” 
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; But Mason ^\as never one of the authors who are 

- 

' all author , he is not of the sedentary breed who are 
contented to stud^ life in hooks or from their study 
windows , the noise and business ot it have always 
appealed to him irresistibly , he has roamed the 
world lubbing shoulders with all sorts and conditions 
of humanity everywhere, and his later hooks mirror 
much of his personal experience and the countries 
i and people he has known He blends the appear¬ 
ance of a writci of romance with the restless energy 
of a man of action, and in 1906, his superabundant 
energies seeking a new outkt or a new ambition 
prompting him, he turned his attention to politics, 
threw for Pailiaincntaiy honours, and was elected 
M P for Coventry He signalised his advent in 
the House with a notable maultn speech , did not 
apeak there often but proved himself shrewd and 
eloquent in debate, and if he had not escaped 
"we might have been the richer by a sagacious, 
sympathetic Cabinet Alinister and one brilliant 
novelist the poorer Fortunately, however, the 
fascinations of the Mother of Parliaments could not 
subdue him, and after some three years under her 
shadow he did not offer himself for election again 
Fortunately, because the air of the House of 
j^mmons IS not healthful breathing for poets or 
For them it is a soporific and suffocating 
You mav note that when a writer of imaginative 
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literature has sat in that House for more than a 
limited period his spirit puts on flesh, dulneaa 
settles on his faculties and communicates itself to 
his pen What plays did Sheridan wiitc after he 
took his scat there ^ And who shall say that Lj/tton 
might not have written with fcwxr capital letters and 
less of the manner oi the big bow-wow if he had 
never ventured into that fatal atmosphere ^ Mason’s 
sojourn in the House had no influence on his fiction, 
unless it was his stay there that turned his thoughts 
toward India and the grave pioblcm of the education 
of its native Princes in England and so resulted in 
his writing one of the most powciful of his books, 
“ The Bioken Road ” , in w'hich case he has brought 
more good out of it than any novelist who ever went 
into It, except Disraeli, and Disraeli was really a 
politician in his romances and a romancist in his 
politics, so he can hardly be counted 

I could never imagine the author of “ Miranda 
of the Balcony ” sitting out interminable debates, 
or trooping with his party into the voting lobby. 
He must have felt much more at home in uniform 
when he became in the first days of the war a Captain 
of the Manchester Regiment, and, later, a Majot 
on the General Staff If he wTote no more roman^ 
for a time (his only book through those yeari^ Mm 
a collection of short stories, “ The Four Cotjtid 
of the World ”, m 1917), it was because he 
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busy living it For with all its squalors and horrors 
ax)d agonies, the Great War is beginning, in remem¬ 
brance, to take on the colour ot lomance by com¬ 
parison with the tameness and monotony ot oidinaiy 
everyday life 

You would gather from his stones that Mason 
was much given to boating, travelling and moun¬ 
taineering, for a love of the open air blows through 
nearly all of them The Alps and the cnoimous 
shadow of them dominate “ Running Water ” , and 
the skies and landscapes and peoples of present-day 
Egypt, Italy, India fill the pages of “ 7 ’he hour 
Feathers ” , “ The Broken Road,” and “ At the 
Villa Rose ” Latterly, too, his new novels have 
become few and far between and he has given 
himself again, more and more, to the stage lie never 
quite severed himself fiom it Soon alter the novtl 
appeared, he dramatised “ Alorricc Biiekkr ”, in 
collaboration with Miss Isabel Bateman, and it was 


Very successfully produced at the Grand, Islington, 
and had a long run in the piovinces , 1901 s.iw a 


dramatic version of ” Miranda of the Balcony ” 
;^l^ged in New A"ork , in 1909 he produced two 
l^medies, not founded on his books - “Colonel 
th ” and “ Marjorie Strode ” , and in 4911 the 
1 successful of all his dramatic ventures, “ The 
for the Defence ” 

, then* we have had Open Windows ”, 
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and dramatised versions of “ At the Villa Rose ^ ■ 

t V 

and “ Running Water ”, and one hears rumoUts 
of other plays that he has in preparation The > 
indications are that in future he will appear more 
often on the boards than between them, and nobody' 
need regret this if he < nly offers us as muchi;; 
pleasure m the stalls and the pit as we have had 
from him in our arm-chairs at home 
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On the whole, I incline to the oithodox belief that 
if an author wants to find a short way to success he 
should not be too versatile Nearly all our famous 
writers have been contented to do one thing well— 
have seemed to say with Marvell, 

" Let us roll all our strength and all 
Our sweetness up mto one ball " 

I could name authors of our day who have dissipated 
their energies in half a dozen or more directions. 
They are journalists, novelists, poets, essayists, 
critics, dramatists, wi iters of books for children and 
editors of all manner of books They have no 
settled reputation, the public does not know where 
^to have them , they are all sorts of things to all sorts 
readers and nothing in particular to any They 
some vague popularity, perhaps, and an income, 
not fame Fame comes to the mad who con*^ 
on the one kind of work for which he has 
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special gifts, puts all his heart and all his skill inta 
the doing of that 

You may say that Somerset Maugham is versatile ; 
but he has written no verse, no essays, no criticism, 
no tales for children lie wisely exercised hiS 
versatility within the range of a single ait until he 
turned his attention to the stage, and if he has been 
versatile since, it has been only inside the limits of 
these two arts, a versatility as legitimate in the 
artist as it is sagacious in the man who has to earn 
a livelihood with his pen and hopes to go on pleasing 
his audience with many books For there is no 
virtue in the opposite extieme to which some 
novelists go nowadays, who concentrate so con¬ 
scientiously that they narrow their outlook to one 
phase of life, one type of character, and never shift 
their scenery By this means the> ensure that their 
stones are graphically accurate, meticulously true, 
but by the time they have told four or five the reader 
becomes aware of a sameness, a monotony in them, 
pines for a change, goes after new gods, and the old 
shrine begins to lack worshippers If Maugham*s 
circulation ever dwindles it w'lll not be for this 
reason 

Happily he has a sense of humour which prevent 
him from adopting anything m the nature of a 
but, however unassuming, he is not diffident; 
without affectations, and assured me once 
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without ideals, b}r which I believe he meant no more 
than that he was not too idealistic to be a piactical 
man It was when he had succeeded ab» a novelist 
and was starting on his succcsslul enter as a drama¬ 
tist that he told me he felt there was a tremendous 
amount of nonsense talked about the sciious drama 
“ All this high falutin chatter about ideals ' ” said 
he “ A playwright’s and a missionary’s calling 
appear to me to be two distinct and quite separate 
callings w^hieh should not be permitted to overlap. 
I cannot understand why a serious pla> should be 
held to be pre-eminently greater or more important 
than a humorous plav, a comedy, for instance. 
Nor do I admit for a moment that the former is 
more difficult to write or demands a consideration 
peeuliai to itself ” Briefly, he protested that his 
one aim as novelist oi dramatist was to amuse , he 
thought that was the first business of all authors, 
adding, “ I would excuse almost anything but 
dulness ” No book fails because its liteiaiy quality 
IS too high, but because the writer who can write 
literature does not alw^iys know how to write it 
interestingly And I found that Maugham, in the 
broad sanity of his judgment, had no sympathy with 
the egotistical talk of unpopular but superior persons 
^ho ascribe their failure to a fine inability, a noble 
r4tsinclination to “ write down ” to the presumably 
IJ^wer apprehensions of the vast majority of mankind. 
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His practice, through the man}/ years since he 
emcigid as a new author, has always squared with 
hi^ picc(})ts Somebody writing of him a little 
while ago said he got his intimate knowledge of men 
and w<jinen, pai tieiilaily of the London poor, while 
he was woiking as a doctor, but this is scarcely 
aceuiale \ltei completing his education at King’s 
ScIkxjI, Caiitcrbuiy, and Heidelberg University, he 
became a student at St dhomas’s Hospital, and m 
due ecnirse took his M R C S and L R C P degrees, 
but he nc\ei put up his brass plate and woiked as a 
doetoi 1 le had nevci serioush intended doing so His 
laiiiily wislied him to study nicdieine, and he yielded 
to that wish, but his own ambition Irom the first 
had been to wiite for the stage He was convinced 
that stageeralt was a knack he could aecjuire if he 
made up his mind to it , but he had a saving leaven 
of common sense and had seen enough of things to 
know that it was infinitely hauler to woriy through 
all the difheiilties between writing a play and getting 
it piodneed than to tmd a publishei lor a novel, so 
he resolved to tuin novelist as a means of taming 
biead and butter and winning a large enough 
leputation to move theatre managers to feel that 
it was at least worth their while to look at his’ 
dramas 

I'hat was in the 90’s—the glamorous 1890’s 
some would persuade us the whole w'orld of 
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ia this country was dominated by Oscar \\ ilde and 
his circle But Maugham was one of tlic many 
authors of the period - I have lefentd to otliers 
already—whose work shows little tiaee ol that 
influence There is nothing much ol romance in the 
story of his literary beginnings , he did not cast 
himself upon the towm and diudgc in tht byways 
of journalism, nor did he undergo the disheaittning 
experience of haMng his manusinpts persistently 
rejected by the maga/ines While he was still a 
student at Si Thomas’s lie sent hisher Umvin 
a collection of stones that e\entually appeared under 
the title of “ Orientations ”, and that astute publisher 
at once accepted it, but strongly advised Maugham 
that it would be much better for himself that he 
should make a start with a novel , and he accepted 
the advice and went away to act upon it 

Just then the slum story was all in the air so 
much so that slumming ” had become a po[>ular 
pastime with young ladies ul leisure d’he vogue 
of Gissing was at its height , Aithui Moirison had 
written in “laics of Mean Sticcts ” and “ I'hc 
Child of the Jago ” some of the most povvtifully 
realistic of any pictures of London low life , 1 dwin 
'■ 'Pugh had revealed the same underworld in “A 
m Suburbia ” and “ The Man of Straw ” , 
Ridge’s “ Mord Em’ly ”, showing' something 
happier side of that drab underworld, was 
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running serially, and various other writers were ^ 
finding themes for fiction in those ugly facts of 
existence that the city keeps as much out of sight 
as possible In any case, the slums of Lambeth lay 
beside St Thomas's Hospital, their inhabitants came 
into It as patients, so Somerset Maugham knew 
them, their homes, their habits, their manner of 
speech, their manner of living, and fashioned his 
first novel out of such personal experience He 
called It “ A Lambeth Idvll ” , Fisher Unwin ac¬ 
cepted It and, in 1897, published it as “ Liza of 
Lambeth ” Its stark, violent realism roused a good 
deal of protest, we were not so tolerant in such 
matters then as we have now become , and though 
there were not wanting those who praised the stern 
faithfulness with which it depicted certain phases 
of London life, more and louder voices denounced 
It as unpleasant, brutal, repcllant, extiavagantly 
squalid Crude and raw it may have been, some¬ 
what obviously out to shock the delicate, omitting 
too much light and massing too much shadow, but 
there was truth if not all the ti uth in it, Liza and her 
mother and her barbaric lo\ci, Jim, were alive and 
real, and the controversy that raged round the book 
served, at least, the good purpose of obtaining 
It a measure of the success it merited. 

But if any imagined that, like so many of ijlp 
contemporaries, Maugham was going to dj^lK 
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himself to the exploitation of the slums, or of low 
life, they soon found they were mistaken He 
finished with the slums m “ Liza of Lambeth ” and 
never wrote another novel about them He moved 
through average society m “ The Making of a Saint ** 
(1898) , then his actual first book, the short stories 
** Orientations ”, made its appearance , on the heels 
of this followed “ The Iltro ” , then came what 
I still feel to be the strongest and ablest of his novels— 
“ Mrs Craddock ” Good as it is, the times were 
not ripe for such fiank handling of sex mysteries 
and the book was rejected by every publisher of 
consequence Even Ileinmann declined it at first, 
then, on a second consideration, accepted it and 
published it in 1902 The study of that elemental, 
passionate, intensel}' female cieature, Mrs Craddock, 
is an aggressively candid, extraordinarily subtle 
essay in feminine psychology , her story is touched 
with satire and irony and inevitably clouded with 
tragedy, wherefore the general reader, who prefers 
pleasanter things, did not take to it kindly Maugham 
has never since, perhaps, been so sombre, though 
the sex element has continued to play a potent part 
in most of his novels and stones, which have had 
,|h€ir scenes m middle-class and high society, at 
{mme, at the North Pole, in the South Seas and, 
those wonderful sketches of character, “ On 
Chinese Screen ”, in China 
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Meanwhile, as eveiybody knows, his triumphant 
pio^itss as a novelist had not diveitcd Somerset 
Maugham liom his original bent In 1902 ht had 
a oni-aet pictc, “ SLliitlhiLiehig,’' prodiicol m 
Gcimany Nt\t yuu he wrote “ d'he Man of 

Honour” loi the Stage Society, but instead of 
attiaeting thealiieal nianageis to him it fnghuned 
them ofF, for theie was no laughtir in it, and ihey 
appeal to have taken foi grinted that it lulh lepre- 
sented what he eould do and meant to do, ane^ that 
eonse(]uentl}, nothing ol hi^ was likely to appeal to 
the pla\going [uibhe or eould be made to pa\ 
but they uekoned VNitluait then host MauL,nam 
set to woik and wrote thiee eomediis, Eady 
hredeiiek ”, ” Jack Straw ” anel “ Dot ”, whiv_h 

were destirieel to establish him as a diamitist who^C 
plavs had money m them 

Ills lalei pla\hue not gone begging foi pro¬ 
duce is piodueeis have gone begging tor them 
And the plays ol Maugham liave been as va* ed 
in theme and mannei is his no\ els hrom 
witty, tiixolous, Home corned), he has passed to 
sentimental 01 lomanlie di im 1 , but he has le^n icd 
to touch in his uahsm moic ddrly, moie eunnuigly, 
and IS no leingei laecd v\itli the las.v o! having tO 
placate a public obsessed by the mid- Victorian 
gospel that the plain truth about men and women 4 
not respectable and must not be told ^ ‘ 
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It has passed into a sort of proverb that famous men 
never have sons who equal them in fame There 
are, of course, exceptions Benjamin Disraeli has 
eclipsed that delightful bookworm, his father Isaac, 
who wrote the " Curiosities of Literature ” , Henry 
James, having a father who was a distinguished 
novelist and theologian, used to describe himself on 
his earlier books as “ Henry James, Junr ” but the 
use of Junr ’* as a means of identifying him has 
long ceased to be necessary There are others , 
but half a dozen swallows do not make a summer, 
and a dozen such instances would not falsify the 
proverb 

Perhaps what is true concerning fathers is not so 
true about mothers Nobody now reads the once 
^popular novels of Mrs Frances IVollope, mother 
the greater Anthony , Gilbert Frankau, to come 
bnce to our own times, looks like outshining that 
tiovehst, his mother, “ Frank Danby , Shaw 
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has gone far be\ond his mother’s fame as an operatic 
star , the novels of W B Maxwell surpass those of 
his mother, M E Braddon, in literary art, and 
though he is not so enormously popular in his day 
as she was m hers, he is widely read now when she 
IS scarcely read at all 

He began to write while she was still writing; 
her vogue had declined, but remained considerable, 
and she w^as still wilting as well as ever —in fact, in 
her twT) or three latest books, notably in “ The Green 
Curtain ”, 1 think she w^as writing better than ever 
’Fhcic wtu disadvantages lor a voting novelist, no 
doubt, in having a popiilai novelist for his mother, 
but there wire also advantages His lather was the 
publishci, John Maxwell, whose business developed 
into that ol Messrs Hurst Blackett He grew 
up in a literary atmosphere , the very men who 
could open doors for a beginner, and make his way 
easier, were friends of the family , moreover, he 
had a critic on the health who could piompt his 
first steps and check his ’prentice errois with know¬ 
ledge diawn fiom a long and veiy practical experi¬ 
ence 

“ Most of the knowledge I possess of how to 
write,” Maxwell once told Clive Holland, “ and, 
indeed, the fact that I commenced to write at 
1 owe to my mother She was never too bii$y, 
too immersed in her work to discuss my 
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ambitions, or work of my own She did not always 
know the way any story of mine was going, for I 
wished neither for it to be an imitation ol hers nor 
in any way to trade upon her own great and world¬ 
wide reputation ” He conlesstd, however, to a 
frequent feeling that however ddhcult he might hiul 
It to master his art, he had an even moie diffieull 
task in the attempt to follow her and nceessarily 
challenge comparison with her work and her un¬ 
qualified success “ I remcmbci,” he addtd, “ the 
son of a great man saying in my hearing that the 
fact that he was so situated had, in a me asm e, spoiled 
his lite ‘ People expect too much,’ he lemarked 
pathetically, ‘ and sometimes get so little J might 
have been quite a success it I had not been ovei- 
shadowed by my great father ’ ” 

Put he broke 

‘his birth’s iiividioii'') bir ' 

and without grasping cither his mother’s skirls or 
those of happy chance (unless (jiant Richards was 
wearing them on the occasion I will pusenlly men¬ 
tion), he became a novelist in his own way and built 
up his own reputation Considering the influ¬ 
ences that must have been round him in his childhood, 
taking It that he mhciited his literary gift from his 
mother and that she, as he tells us, taqght his young 
idea bow to shoot, if his stones had been more or 
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less of the M E Brad don pattern, it would not have 
been surprising But, unlike those, his no\els are 
much kss concciucd with sensational happenings 
or plot ol any kind than with intncacits of character 
and tlic mystciKS of human ps^diolog} Even 
from the beginning he stiuek out an independent 
line for himself, and his first book, published in 
1901, when he was thiity-five, was (to gi\e it its 
full title), “ 'The Gountess of \Ia\bury Being the 
Intimate C\>nvi rsations of the Right Honourable 
the Countess of Ma\bury C'olUcUd with Sedu¬ 
lous Care and Respetthil Admiration by \V B 
Maxwtll”, a strus ol satiiieal, light comedy dia¬ 
logues of high soeiet} wlueh pieeeded the “ Dolly 
Dialogues ” In a ytar or two but did not, as they 
did, set a fashion llis second book, two years 
later, wa^ a volume of shoit stones called “ habulous 
hanues ”, and this lenealed him as a lealist— 
one not without ide ilism and a sensitne feeling for 
the lominee of life, but a leihst none the less, and 
that cpiahty of realism predominates in all the novels 
and stoiu s he has writteii smee 

lie v\as late in making this beginning, when he 
was over thiitv, especially considering how his 
en\ironment favouied his de\elopment, but he was 
not hastened by the spur of necessity, he had found a ‘ 
sufficient outlet for his energies m a healthy lovepf 
hunting and outdoor sport, and tiavelled a ctOod' 
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deal Also he has said that he only turned to htcia- 
ture after he had failed in otlui dire tturns What 
those eiiiections \^elc I do not Know, e\eept thit he 
was bitten with a \tiling ambition to lie a paintci 
and studied on and oil foi some \eais at eeitain art 
schools in London On the whole, and despite his 
ancestiy, he thinKs himself he mi^ht nevei have 
taken seriously to the writing of fietion il he had not 
happened to meet tint enleipiisim; pulihsher, (Jrant 
Richards, who, with ehaiaelemtie coinage and foie- 
sight, commissioned him to wtite him a novel, “ an 
arresting novel,” of modern hte Xot many pub- 
hsheis would have iisKed giving sueh a eommission 
to an almost iintiieei author, hut the lesult amply 
justified the puhlishei’s picsnenee, and with “ 'Flie 
Ragged Messengci ”, in 1904, Maxwell scored the 
first and one of the linagest of his successes Its 
success was the moie remarkable m that it was a 
story of tragedy, and theie is a tradition that the 
public shrinks from sueli, hut it was its reality, the* 
understanding and poignant truth to human experi¬ 
ence with which its eh.uaeters weie diawn and then 
lives laid hare that caught the reader's sympathy 
and gave the book its power of appeal 

“ Vivian ” was a readable successor to this, but 
** The Guarded blame ” (1906) rose to an altogether 
|ngher level So far as my judgment goes, The 
Flame ” shares with the brilliant satirical 
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story of the middle-class, self-reliant “ Mrs 
Thompson ” and that grim and powerful study in 
degeneracy, “ In Cotton Wool ”, the distinction of 
representing the highest reaeh of Maxwell’s art, 
with not far below them “ The Devil’s Garden ” 
and “ I’hc Mirror and the Lamp ” 

“ ’Fhe Devil’s Garden ”, which was published in 
the year before the war burst upon us, brought 
Maxw'cll into trouble with our unofficial censorship 
and was banned by the libiaiics 1 remember it as 
a vivid, uncompromising story of a self-made man 
wffiose hie and the lives ol his associates do not 
smack of the innocence of Arcadia and are poitrayed 
with a conscientious exactitude, but the morality of 
the novel w'as implicit, and wffi^ anyone should 
object v\hen an artist faithfully pictures the un¬ 
pleasant facts of life, wh} we should be shocked to 
find m a novel things that we go on tolerating in the 
world around us is one of those little eccentricities 
of the moral sense in man that I have left off trying 
to understand The only effect ot the ban was that 
” The Devil’s Garden ” was more talked of and sold 
bettei than any other of his novels, and it is this 
perhaps that has led many to accept it as the best he 
has done , but I would rank it at most with hiS 
second best 

V \ 

For five years after that event, from Septemb^ 
1914 till the end of the war, he turned his baek^0fl 
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literature and served as subaltern and as captain in 
the Royal Fusiliers He says that during the war 
he felt that when peace came we should witness the 
uprising of “ a new and vigorous school of romantic 
novelists ” , that a world so long oppiesscd “ by 
hideous realities must crave tor the realm of pure 
imagination,” for gaiety, joyousness, for something 
more akin to the charm and happiness of the faiiy- 
tale 

But when the war was over, he confesses, he 
soon found he was mistaken No such complete 
change entered even into his own stones A note 
of idealism is sounded in “ I’he Mirror and the 
Lamp ”, in ” A Man and his Lesson ” and ” Spinster 
of this Parish ”, but so it was in the books he wrote 
before the war, and otherwise, as in those, he still 
handles, with a subtle mastery of atmosphere and 
detail, the daik problems of character and tempera¬ 
ment, the ugly but leal facts of human experience 
that are still the spiritual inhentanee and material 
environment of leal men and women 

He did, in one of his post-war novels (” A Little 
More ”), experiment in what was for him rather a 
new vein It w'as the stor) of a once well-to-do 
family that was ieduced to squalid poverty, and the 
father and one daughter faced their altered circum- 
|tances with moie resolution than resignation, 
. ^QUgh the father had more courage than competence. 

i L' .kv j 
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I think Maxwell was trying his hand at the kind 
of grovsn-ijp 1 an\-talc toward which a reaction 
from the grim realities wi had just come through 
inclined him , but the scntiiTRUt soltcncd at times 
into bcntinuntalit), hib sicius and characters of 
poorer life weic not so coiuincing as the} are in 
some of his other novels The spirit of the time 
had too ihoroughK subdmd him, but he made 
a quick It cover) and with “ Spinstti ol this Parish ** 
triumphantl) found himsilf agun and proved that 
his hand hid not lost its caihci cunning 
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Until a collected edition of his novels and stories 
appeared in 1918, Ltonard Merrick had been writing 
for thirty years without leceiving a tithe of the 
recognition that was over-due to him I doubt 
whether even now he has such populaiity as is 
enjoyed b\ many novelists who have not halt his 
capacity, his sure and delicate ait, his supieme gift 
as a story-teller 1 can only explain this with a 
theory I have sometimes played with that a book 
draws its life from its author, and most books 
that arc immediately and noisily successful are 
WTitten by men of robust and pushful personality , 
they impart these qualities to what they write 
and so give their books an impetus that carries 
them to success, makes them as pushful and aggres¬ 
sive in the reading world as the personality behind 
them is in the world at large 

This may be purely lantastic, but the fact remains 
that Leonard Mtrnek is a personality of a giaeious 
a^d retiring order , he is seldom seen in litei ary 
and has no skill in self-advertisement Once, 
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not long ago, I told him I had often wondered that 
such st(jrics as his had not tiom the first taken the 
public by storm, and asked it he could to anv extent 
help lUL to untie rstand whv the) had not done so 
He accepted the implications in my ciucstion with 
a smile and said, in the c|inctest, most impartial 
i ishion, “I don’t know Of course 1 ha\e been 
disappointed when my books were treely praised by 
the eiitics and did not meet with the 1 irge eircula- 
tions 1 had hoped for them, and sometimes, w'hen 
1 h.ut thought about it, I hive h ul i suspicion that 
pethips 1 wrote too nuuh of artists oj novelists, 
journalists, aelois md, moicover, too much about 
artists who tailed I tanev the public art not par- 
tieulail) inleiested in the aitist , they prefci to 
read about people nu>re like themseKes people with 
whom and whose w i\s they are more larnihir Or, 
it the) are to he tokl ot the aitist, the\ want him to 
be a hcio—the) want to be told bow he struggled 
lluough ihiilhng tuals ind ditlieultics to happiness 
and piospetit\ it last the\ elou’t want to be sad- 
tlened b) .i tile ol his fuluie , they don’t want to 
know about him unless he was the soil of man who 
could eonepiei t ite anti eiie iinistanee romantically 
and, as the Americans si), make good in the end. 
And I have seen a gotid deal of the artist’s life, and 
seen how there is bound to be far more failure than 
success m it, and I suppose I have tried to pkttiri? 
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it truthfulU Perhaps that \^ab a mistake and I 
ought, in the lannuayc ot the ihtatit, to ha^e kept 
e}c on the box-olhtt 1 don’t know 'That is 
mertlv a easual notion ot imnc, and inaN not aceount 
for an^thing ” 

IIowLVLi th It mu he, and whatt\tr it was tliat 
kept the laigi public that Ins come to him b\ thgiecs 
from promptU appicnitmtj Inm, Mcriick’s greatness 
as a noNthst has tioni the beginning been iully 
realised b\ his iellow-ciaitsincn , he has all along 
been ihc non lists luwehst, somewhat as Reals was 
the poets’ poet, iind the collected edition ot Ins 
works hole tcstimoru to this in pielaecs to the 
various \oliimes h\ li iine., W ells I ocke, C hesterlon, 
Ned Alunio, Xeil I }ons, and olhei distinguished 
authojs None was nioie generous in his acclaim 
than Banie, \^ho hid long before greeted him as 
a master of fiction, and, in his introeliiction to 
“ C’emiad in ^iuest ot Ins Aoiith ”, said, ‘‘ I know 
scarcely a nocti h> an) living I'nglishinan, except 
a score or so of Mi Ihudv’s, tint I would ritlicr 
have written” Mlowmg toi Ins ver\ ditfeient 
angle of V ision, Me me k is as line i lealist as llaidy, 
but he touches in his charaeteis and incidents with 
a lighter hand, and has as shrewd a sense ot the 
comedy —the piteous comedy it may be at times- 
as Hardy has of the tragedy nt existence He does 
Hot show his men and women as the foredoomed 
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and helpless victims of a blind, indifferent, implacable 
lifc-force, but simply tells his story of them, what 
they did and what they felt and said, and any spirit¬ 
ual, moral, oi social problem involved m their 
doings and sufferings is implicit in his dramatisation 
of tluir lives and characters, he does not take you 
aside to expound it or dogmatise about it there 
it lb—that is how things happen, and he is a show¬ 
man, not a pieachcr His prc\ ailing qualities are 
a Gallic spaikk and <. iTcrvcsccnce oi \Mt and gaiety— 
especially in such talcs as make up “ While Pans 
Laughed” and “A Chiu on the boulevard”— 
a limitkbs chanty and pity for the follies, weaknesses, 
caprices of rnanlvind, a charm of sentiment that just 
stops short of sentimentality, a quick sensitiveness 
to the humour and pathos of common hie, the 
anxieties of living by precarious cmplo)merit, the 
tragedy ot straitened circumstances , the sheet joy 
of living in spite of everything 
He has experienced much of the lift he has de¬ 
picted, and has put not a little of his personal 
expenenees into “ The Worldlings ”, into ” Laurels 
and the Lady ”, one of the stones of ” The Man 
Who Understood W'omen,” and into other of his 
books Usually there is nothing to tell of a novel¬ 
ist's early days, except that he went to certain schools^ 
practised journalism for a while, then wrote a book 
or two w'hich found acceptance sooner or later 
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thereafter took up permanent residence in the 
literary uorld But Merrick’s career has been less 
orthodox and inoit varied 
A Loiulonei born, he went with his people to 
South Africa when he was eie;httcn and, entering 
the South Mncan Ci\il Service, becanu clerk in the 
Magistrate’s Court on the Diamond Fields But 
he had not the smallest intention of settling down 
to that He was, as he told me, born “ stage- 
struck,” and his one ambition as a }outh was to 
tread the boaids and achieve tame as an actor In 
1884 he returned to l^ngland and obtained an 
introduction to Augustus Harris, who gave him an 
engagement to aet m a touring company that was 
travelling the country with one ol the big Drury 
Lane autumn melodiamas He proved himself 
a thoroughly capable player, yet would have lost 
his part, because the touring manager was bent on 
pushing him out and supplanting him with a friend 
of his own, luit lor the voluntary inteivcntion of 
another member of the company who wrote privately 
to Hams urging him to go down and see JAonard 
Merrick’s acting lor himselt before making any 
change Hams did so, with the result that Merrick 
retained his position in the company foi two years, 
at the end of which period, his enthusiasm for the 
3Ctor)s life being cooled, he retired from the pro- 
|jeds»ioil for good. Not until some years later did 
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he clisio\er In chanct that the member of the 
cornparn \\ho, witlujiil las lvn(A\kdi;i, IukI befriended 
him and saved limi fr(.ni dismissal, w is Arthur 
C ollins, who, in due st ison, was to succted \ugublus 
FI.IIns is I)iiiiv Line’s manaLMtii: diicolor 

\\ hi n tin disilhisioiiLd nuimimi stiiitted his 
little hour hi foil the fj'ollij^dits foi tin last time he 
was twenty-tin Cl, and “ 1 In. Position of Peggy 
llaipei ” is In no ni< ins the onh one of his books 
to which his two MU', in irolliv have vielded i rich 
harvest Snue tlun, e\tt]>t th U he wniti “ I he 
till P II lion ” w itli 1 1 ]diilli[ ind some very 

popiilai dianiis in toll ibniation with (norge R 
Sims, the st UH has leistd to Inn him md he has 
devoted limiseK to the wilting ol stoius 

Noi did he lost mneh him in jns^mg fiom tlie 
oiu calling to the othei for his hi-'t book ipptared 
when lu w Is twiritv-fom lbs stcond novel, 
“ \ loll I Mohs ”, was ie)t i ted In ( hatto \ \\ indus, 
but Kceplid In Benllcv , nul his thud, “ The Man 
Who Was (lood”, was icjeitid In Ikntlcv as not 
u[) to the U\il of the otlu t but piompth accepted 
bv k liatto W Indus, oiu of lifLs Iigiiter iionies 
that nohoelv eeitimlv not Memik would have 
wished to e\ ule He had pubhslied some half 
dozen novels before he begin to write short stones* 
He confesses that he prefers to write these, and 
there are ste^ncs in at least two of his volumes 
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for delicate satirical coiiudv and subtle irt of 
narration have not been sin passed In am ot his 
contemporai ils 

From the outset, MeiiKk nut nith a niou popiil ir 
reception in Xnuiu i th in in this coiinlT\ his books 
enjoved a cmisidei ible noluk time, and Ins shoit 
stories wtie sor>n in i^ieat dun.iiid ^\lth the Anuiiean 
ma<T,i/iin dins has hippiiud tt> so niiny other 
of oiiF vMiteis tint one nuuK nuntious it as a 
biogiaphieal i let iiul not is inalti i loi suipiise 
Ills lust re.il suteess witli slioit '-Ioiks o\ei lieu 
came nlun his 4iLt(nt, \ 1’ W itt, hnuled one 

of his books to th( editoi ot tlu f ^ iii^ini; 

him to ic ul It ind sic wlnthei its stoius u(ie 
not ot the soil lie v\ inti el fie Kiel it, llid 

commissioned si\, and, be hue these liaei ail ippeared 
commissioned a liiithei twehe 'Ifuieiltii, the 
trouble n.is not to pine sneh stones but t«) N\nU 
as main as weie leepiiieel 

Willie he was in liis tliiitics l^eoriard Meriicl 
h\ed loi some tune in P.nis, and Ikiiis still eli iws 
him at intei\als Ironi tlu retiument of his I nedi^h 
home, lor lu fmd^ iIuk idias iml stimulation, iiul 
can work tluie .is he iu\er e in in London As 
a rule, the Londonei bom has a sneaking regard leir 
his cit) and cannot be long awa\ front) it without 
f^ehng Its intangible human hands plucking at his 
heart and its multitudinous voices railing him back, 
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but in spite of the fact that he is a true-blue 
Cockney, born, in 1864, at Helsi/c Park, on the skirts 
of Hampstead, Meirick tells you he docs not love 
London It is the mo^t comfortable of cities, he 
admits, but he finds it iminspirm^ and can work 
better and more easily wlun he is almost anywhere 
away iiom it cspctiallv when lu is in Pans 
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The tradition that the Scot has no humour still 
hngcis among old-fashioned people who don’t like 
changes, but of recent years Barrie, TScil Munro 
(as Hugh Foulis), J J Bell, Ian llay, A A Milne, 
and some others ha\e shaken it to such an extent 
that only the incurably obstinate now attempt to 
maintain it 

But %vhile the humour of the others smacks finely 
of the north of the Tweed, the humour of Milne 
seems to indicate that his spiritual home is a much 
more frivolous place There is something Irish or 
Tmglish about its airy' gaiety, its blithe, amusing 
flippancy Dr Johnson once spoke slightingly 
about the art of carving faces on cherry-stones, but 
if he had tried his hand at that work he would have 
realised that to accomplish it successfully one must 
be born with a gilt that is as rare as the more im- 
pressne gift for writing serious prose Our ances¬ 
tors, as a whole, realised that, and would exclaim 
with admiration at the marvellous facility of Swift 
who could write you an essay off-hand on anything 
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or nothing I remember how, when 1 wa‘s a small 
boy, a bookish old gentleman informed me of this 
in his library and went on to tell with bated breath 
the familiar yarn of how, to test the Dean’s limitless 
capacity, a lady challenged him to write an essay 
on a broomstick, and he at once sat down and did it 
But wc should think little of that nowada\s Milne 
would not need so much as a broomstick , he could 
do It on one of the bustles 

So could r V Lucas, or Chestciton, or Belloc 
But m the mattei ot slightness of theme and the 
capacity t(U writing charmingly and humourously 
on next to nothing at all Milne has closer atlinities 
with fvucas , they not onl) can do it but make a 
habit of doing it Both write light \crse as well 
as light prose , both contributed to Punch (Lucas 
contnbutes to it still), and as \nstt} and many 
another, m various forms, had practised the same 
volatik literature in those pages, it seems possible 
that the innuerice ot Pundi ni i\ have been more or 
less responsible foi developing likewise m them a 
delighttullv neat and spnghtl} vein of humour. 

However that ina> be, Milne had begun to exer¬ 
cise his eharactcTistic st\le while he was at Cambridge, 
where he was made editoi ot tlie Grant a lie came 
to London in 1903, and settled down, first in Temple 
Chambers, afterwards at Chelsea (where he still 
resides, but not in his original two rooms), to 0iak^ 
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a living as a free-lance author and journalist His 
earnings through the t\^o >cars were far below 
the mcomc-tax k\cl, but in the third vear he was 
appointed absistant-editor ot Pinuh, to which he 
had already bten contributing largely, and the vvoild 
in gcntial began to be awaic ot Inin from seeing 
the initiaK A A M ipptaring m that periodical 
with significant rcgulaiity It not onl\ sayy them, 
but looked out tor them, and was soon betraying 
curiosity m public places as to the identity ot the 
person yyho oyvntd them , an infallible sign that 
a yyrittr is giving the public yyhat it yyants as well 
as what it ought to want 

Between 1910 and 1914 he eollcctctl his Punch 
contributions into three volumes, “ The Day’s 
Play ”, ” 'Phe Holiday Round ”, and “ Once a 
A\eek ”, hut yvas no soonei so established as an 
entertaining ,nd popular essayist tlun the vyar 
intervencel to take him to tresli woods and pastures 
that were* m w but not desirable It is impossible 
to imfolel the record oi any ot our younger and fc*w 
of oui older coutemporary authors yvilhout coming 
up against the war Milne promptly yyithdreyv 
from Punchy joined the Royal Waryviekslurc Regi¬ 
ment, and y\as sent out to France Here, in odds 
and ends of leisure from military occOpations, he 
fbund opportunity and the moods for writing that 
quaint, whimsical story Once on a Time ”, which 


245 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 

was published in 1917 , and then, too, he made 
a first experiment as a dramatist with Ins shrewdly, 
cleverly satirical comedy of Wurzel-Flummery ** 
'^fhcrc IS a new depth and maturity under the humour 
of these things, and he has said that in writing the 
btory he for the first time wrote in earnest 

fly-and-by, after a breakdown which had put him 
in hospital fui a while, when he was sent to act as 
signalling instiuetor at a fort on I'ortsdown Hill, 
he had an impulse to continue ])laywriting, and 
would spend a long dav at the fort teaching his 
class how to signal, then go home to the cottage where 
he and Ins wile were living, a couple of milts away, 
ami dictate to her, until he had produced in suc¬ 
cession, “ Belinda ”, ” 'Fhe Boy Comes Home ” 
and “ The Lucky One ” d hese were in due course 
presented on the Ia»ndon stage, and it they had no 
success eomparaide with his littr pla\s, thc\ were 
sueeessful enough belore the footlights, ind in the 
book into wIikIi he gathered them in 1(119, to 
demonstrate that a new dramatist had arisen, and 
one to be reckoned with 

Thcit are plentv of signs of the potential drama¬ 
tist m the pre-war essa\s-m their easy and 
natural use of dialogue, and their deft, \i\id handling 
of incidents and there is a bite of realism in their 
genial satire and burlesque irony, which foreshadows 
the keener, riper irony and satire of Bladys/^ 
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For instance, thcie is the sketch of “ The News¬ 
paper Propiutor”, that “lord of journalism/^ 
Hector Stronej, who, to oblige a lady, savts her plav 
from failure and forces it into a riging success by 
the adroitness with which he booms it in his numer¬ 
ous newspapers It may sctiu ridiculous, and 
Milne may ha\c invented it all, but take away a lew 
farcical details from his narrative, and there ire 
those behind the scenes who will assure you that 
this deed was actually done As lor “ A llreath of 
Life ”, in which the actor who plays the young hero 
falls really in love with tin actress who plays the 
heroine, and on a pissionate impulse finishes the 
play triumphantly at the end of the third act to such 
thunders of applause from the audienie that the 
fouith is cut away for good ask any dramatist and 
he will tell you that his own plays suflered worse 
than that at die hands of their producers until he 
became successful and import.int enough to insist 
on the piece being acted exactly as it was written 
Always there was this germ ol tiuth in Milne’s 
earlier ttifles and flippaiieie^s “A Jiunk Call” 
IS by no means such an iiresponsible farce as some 
may think it Here, the dainty Cclia buys a fancy 
knocker and puts it on the door of her husband's 
study, in order that she may give hint warning at 
siny time before she comes to interrupt him He 
wants her to try it forthwith, but she demurs 
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“ ‘ Not now ril try later on, when you aren’t 
expecting it Besides, you must begin your work. 
CJood-bye Work hard ’ She pushed me in and 
shut the door 

“ 1 began to work 

“ I work best on the sofa , I think most clearly 
in what appears to the hasty observer to be an 
attitude of rest But i am not sure that Celia really 
understands this yet Accordingl\, when a knock 
eomes at the door I jump to my feet, luflle my hair, 
and stride up and down thi room with one hand on 
my brow ‘ C’ome in,’ I (all impatiently, and Celia 
finds me absolutely in the thioes If there should 
ehanee to be a second knock later on, I make a 
sprint for the writing-desk, seize pen and paper, 
upset the ink or not as it happens, and present to 
anyone corning in at the door the most thoroughly 
engroastd back in London 

But that was in the good old days of knuckle- 
knoeking On this putieiilar morning I had 
hardly written more than a couple of thousand 
words- 1 mean I had hardly got the cushions at 
the back of my head comfoitably settled when Celia 
came in 

“ ‘ Well ^ ’ she said eagerly. 

“ 1 struggled out of the sofa 

“ * What IS It ? * I asked sternly. 

¥ 

“ * Did you hear it all right ? ’ 
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“ ‘ I didn’t hear anything * 

‘ Oh • ’ she baid in groat disappointment 
‘ But ptrhapb >ou weit asleep/ she wint on hope- 
fully 

“ ‘ Certainly not 1 w is ^^orkIng ’ 

“ * Did I intenupt \ou " ’ 

“ ‘ \ou did lathei , hut it d(»tsn’rrnattcr ’ 

“ ‘ Oh, well, I \\on’t do it again unless 1 really 
have to Good-bjc, and good luck’” 

'Ihe. knockei be an elluit ot the imigination, 

othcivvise this rcids as if it weie taken lioin life 
It mav even be true about \lilne‘ hirnsell, for he 
has said in print that his uoik comes e is} to him » 
and it }ou show the eoiiiplile sketeh to the wile of 
any literary man of your aequaintaiiec the chances 
arc she will wonder how Alilnc got to know so much 
about her husband But his tiini figuie and alert, 
clean-shaven face, apart from the (|u intitv of woik 
he has placed to his eiedit, belie an> suggestion 
that since he finds his woik casv he takes his ease, 
except when it ii> finished He is u^tlessly alive, 
and gives \ou the impulsion ot being something 
of an out-door man, a golfer probably, pel hips a 
cricketer, though you netd not believe he' Ioe)ks 
forward to the opening of the cricket season cjuitc 
SO enthusiastically as he suggests in “ I’he First 
Game 
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" ft IS tho rl,iy that I uatch for \farl>, 

N(vtr lx fort has ji coino so I ito , 
lint now r\( onl> a nujiUli )o nicrtlv 
V ft)upU of fortnif^lits ft to w iit 
\inl thin (in in il ( tlic n itt<r plain} 

I h(>l(l It last' -1 l)it 1):^ 1111 
iHar ilohhs I the vmlKs tin suiuna r think' tlie weeks 

1 VI In«tl in vain ” 

When he was demobilised, his old post of 
assistant-cditoi ol Pumh \\ is wailing ior him, but 
ht liad lot ITU d other jilans ior his luturc during the 
\\ ir, and arranged not to go bath lie did not just 
then intend to ab melon tin light Lssa\, and in “ If 
I may ” (1920) his hand foi it is as e.iinning as ever , 
but the the itre hael got into his blood, his ambition 
was taking higlitr ihghts, and “ Mr Piin Passes 
11V *’ (lu wiote It also into a novel as quaintly 
humorous and sentimental is the plav) and the 
morelantlv iionie “ 1 he liuth About IJladvs ” soared 
at onee and almost simuhantousl^ to sueh heights 
ol populuitv that it the dramatist has not presently 
absoibed the essavist altogether, it won’t be lor 
want ol an eveellent excuse 
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Emuy in his career, being rash as \\cll as young, 
Alirtd Noyes made the tactical mistake of writing 
poetry th^at be came popular He was crowned with 
eulogy by leading critics who, naturally, could not 
foresee that he would also win the applause of the 
multitude or, no doubt, they would have been more 
careful Meredith helped to mislead them , he 
praised the beauty and finely restrained pathos of 
** Michael Oaktrec ”, a nairativc poem in Noyes’s 
\ciy first volume, “The Loom of ^eais” But 
It was his third and fourth books, those exipiisitc 
fairy tales in verse, “The Flower of Old Japan” 
(1903) and “ 'Fhe hoicst of Wild Th}me ” (1905), 
that earned him nght into the popularity which 
disillusioned those self-centred experts who cling 
to a narrow faith that poetry cannot be poetry if it 
makes a triumphant appeal to the large world that 
hves and works in outer darkness beyond the limits 
of their own select, small circle. 
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Noyes has always been reckless m these matters. 
He never took the precaution to attach himself to 
any of our little groups of poetasters who ecstatically 
give each other the gloiy^ the common public with¬ 
holds from them Before he made a book of his 
great epic, “ Drake and it is great not onl> by 
comparison with wdiat has been done by his living 
contemporaries instead of treating it as something 
too rart and delicate for human nature’s daily food, 
he ran it senall) in Blackuood's Ma^azirie^ as if it 
had been a new novel No poem had ever appeared 
in that lashion before 1 believe he lud of j written 
more than half when the first instalment ot it was 
printed, and the orthodox could not be expected to 
approve ol that sort of thing ’I'hcy began to say 
Noyes was too facile , wrote too hiirnecily and too 
much , began to take it for granted that no man 
who wrote thus copiously and flucntlv could be an 
authentic poet, when they might more reasonably 
have assumed that he did by a certain nati\c gift 
what w'as only possible to themstKes bv the slower, 
sedulous c\cICl^c of an average talent 

I low belt, from being lauded Ireelv, Nov os is now 
more misrepresented, by a group of poet-critics, 
whose judgments arc too ofUn sound in the wrong 
sense, than any other poet of oui day Whether 
anything less respectable than a restricted poetical 
outlook can account for this misrepresentation I 


254 



ALFRED NOYES 


shall not attempt to (»uess, but, noticing it, I have 
sometimes been reminded of lines he puts into the 
mouth ot ^Iarlo^\e, in his “ 'Fales of the Mtrmaid 
Tavern ”~ 

1 U11 tlui tjs tilt tlwaifs th it (ind no world 
Wide t PouL’h foi tlu n josjhnes v\hilt tin glints 
rht, gotls tluinsthes ( m in ono t.ivtin tiiid 
Kooin wide enough to swallow tlu wide hi i\tn 
With <ill its crowiled sohtirv stars 

l^nproftssional lo\crs of poctrv read Noyes not 
because it is the proper, high-hrow thing to do, but 
solely because they enjoy rtiding him It is an 
c\cellcn^^,,»’e , and for the same reason IVnnvson 
and browning are famous , so, in these timts, are 
Masefield ind l)a\ics , de la Marc and William 
Watson Noyes differs from most of his contem¬ 
poraries in being at once, like ('hauccr, a born 
story-teller and, like Swinhuriu, an aina/ing master 
of metre and ‘hyme He is not altine in being able 
more readily and adcqiiatelv to express himself in 
metre and rhvmc tlian in prose, and it is ridiculous 
to assume that this ability indicates any shallowness 
of thought , It indicates, ratiier, that he is really 
efficient in an art he has taken pains to accjuiie 
It IS equally ndieiilous to dub lurn old-fashioned, 
as some of our superior persons do, because* he 
accepts the classical tradition in poetfy He has 
not accepted it unintelligently or slavishly , if you 
look through his books you will note how cunningly 
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he makes old metres new agnin, and that he has 
invented enough new metres or variations in ac¬ 
cepted metrieal forms to give him a place even with 
those 'v\h(; claim to be rebels against authority 
One such rel )d, a prominent American poet, in¬ 
cluded the other day in his collected works a goodly 
proportion of vers Itbre from which one of our 
advanced critics chose two passages for admiring 
quotation The ideas m these passigts were a mere 
repetition of two that arc expressed with higher art 
and deeper feeling in “ In Mcmoiiam yet that 

advanced critic is one who dismisses Tcnnvson as 

♦ ^ 

out of date and Ins hailed the American poet as the 
last word in modern thinking Perhaps he and his 
like have not truiihlcd to read what they consider 
old-fashioned I mention the circumstance by w'ay 
of showing to what a pass some ot our e'ritics and 
poets have come 

If Noyes has any theories of poetry, I gather they 
art that the poet is tssentiall\ one endowed with the 
gift oi song, that all the gicat poets, trom Homer 
downward, ha\e been great singers , and that when 
he uttt.rs hinistlf m me tic and rhyme he is but 
putting himself in tune with the infinite order of 
the universe—with the rhythm ot the tides, of the 
seasons, the recurring chime of day and night, the 
harmonious movement of the stars in their orbits. 
He once confessed to me that he was so far from 
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fearing the po'>sihilitics of metrical invention were 
exhausted that he wis coininccJ \\c aie still at the 
beginning of them , thc^ wtre exhausted, aecording 
to the first disciples ot Whitman, sixty >tais ago, 
but Swinburne arose' and invented so m iny new 
metres that he was considcicei inoie revt)hiti()nary 
in his era than Whitman’s lale'r disciples iic m ours 
There is a virility and range oi suhjeet anel st>le 
in Noves’s work that make a good deal ot modern 
verse seem old-maidish or anccmic hy eimiparison 
It is a tar eiv fiom the graee and tenderness and 
dainty lai)e\ of “ 'I he Mower t>f Old Jap in ”, ” 'I he 
Forest ot \\ ilel Tlnme ”, and some ot the Ivncs in 
“The ] Itin \itist ”, and cisewhete, to the mascu¬ 
line imaginativc splendour m thought anel dietjon, 
the lobiist tnergv ot his epic, “ Diake ”, or, though 
gentler moods of pathos, humour, wisitul fantasy 
are nc\er abseiV from any ot his hooks, to the senes 
of narratives that mike up ” '1 he d’orch Ikaiers ”— 
an ambitious sucie^sion of poiins that re\eal, with 
dramatic power uul insiglit and a ejuiek sensitiveness 
to the poeliv ot sutnci, the progiess ot siientilic 
discovery in the life-stones ot the' great discoverers 
None has pictured war in more terribly realistic 
terms or vsith a nioie passionate hatred oi its in¬ 
humanity than he has in “ The Whne Prefss ” , and 
you have him in the breeziest, most riotously 
humorous of his moods in “ Forty Singing Seamen “ 
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But if 1 should single mv own favourite from his 
books it would he the “ d alcb ot the Mermaid 
Tavern Here he finds full scope lor his niany-^ 
sided gilt , )(>u can turn from the rollicking yarn 
of “ Black Bill’s I lone} moon ” to the dignit} and 
poignant ( oi “ 'Ihe Burial of a Queen ”, Iroin the 
anecdotal [>Klurcsquentss ol ” A Coiner of \ngels ” 
to the lenuur and glittering pageantry ol “Flos 
Mtrtatoium ”, from the suspt use and tragedy of 
“ k ileigh ” to till liughtcr and lighter teais and 
buoyant, tupping ineasuus of “'Ihe Companion 
ol a Mile”, telling how Will Ktmp, the plaver, 
danced fiom London to Norwicli foi^’^Fuf^lgcr, and 
passing tluough Siidbuiy met i }ouiig butclicr who 
olTcud to dance a mile with him- 

" By SiidhiiM liv ^mibiirv b> ifd rcudid Sudbury, 

Ib w i luil bt d i.RL a link \\ it li n’lt ' I m idi a courtly 

b( )\V 

I fitttd him with moniLi bell with Irrtik liass and 
tt noi bi ils 

' lu\n \ony itibif, lim I ^yud, ‘ ixf re to 

muhtt ac <1 

And TtObcKim» down tin lines wi di<-]ifd, and fiohcking 
th( lull \M ill hid, 

\nd likt a sill luhind tm rlippid his gre it white frock 
1 hill 

Till witii a gasp ho sink and swor( that he could dance 
with me no more , 

And ovci Bic hedge a milk-naid laughed, dmee 
with ktm a mile ^ 
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* You lout ’ ' she lauglicd 1 11 ka\c ni\ pail and dance 
with him for cakis and ale ' 

'111 dance a iiiik loi K)\t sIk laugtud and win ni> 
wapir tf )0 

'Vonr feet lie shod and mine, in baie but whin could 
Ic iihcr <1 incc on nr ^ 

' \ luilU-m lid s fill c in fall «is fan and held i*- filling 
dew ' 

I fitted her vMili nioriKc-bill‘. with ticbl( bi^'S md 

t( 111 I be 11 s 

I iu f<Jie-bclb as 1 linked them to he i Ihioii huw s^it 
thev sing ' 

Green linnt ts m a golden ne st, tlu\ rhitpcd and tie inbkd 
on he I bnast 

And faint as elfin blue-bells at her nnl-biowii miles 
rang • 

I fitted lin with raornce hells thit sweete neil into weioel- 
binc bells, 

And tumbled as 1 hung tliern then and riowiird her 
'■unn\ breiw 

'Strike up,’ she Imglirel, ‘ m\ summer king' ’ And all 
her bills be in to iing 

Ay:d l^'kh \itur itthr, /ew / ciicd, ytcic to 

S/icr<.A h' i vo.r ! 

This, and the rest of it, is very t)pical of Noyes 
in his lighter \cin, and if }oii can’t sec the poetry 
that twinkles through the deft, airy gallop of the 
verse wc won’t talk about it , typical of him too is 
the pathetic aftermath of the dance, so delicately 
touched in that the pathos is almost lost in the 
beauty of it, till the motley epilogue strikes the 
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deeper note of sadness through the loud laughter of 
the fool 

No\cs was born in Staffordshire in 1880, and 
I know nothing of his doings at Oxford, except 
that he rowed in the Lxetcr College bight He is 
now^adays an Hon Litt I) of Yale University, and 
since 1914 has been Professor of Modern English 
late ratine at Princeton Uni\usit}, in A.mcrica, 
and divides lus time between that country and this 
He is tht most unassuming of men, looking much 
younger than his viars, and of a sturdy, lobust, 
serious aspect that (till hi^ genial laugh, when he 
breaks siknee, spoils \oiir eak ulation‘^^sccms more 
in kctping with the vigour of his epic narratives, or 
with the noble ihctonc of sueh as that most impres¬ 
sive of his sliorter poems, “ The Cication ”, than 
with the faii> laneies, the butte rflv blithe ness and 
laughing nuisie of ” Come down to Kew at lilac 
time ” and othti of his daintier hues lake most 
true poets who have not died voting, he has become 
popular in his lifetime , and if he were not so 
versatile less versatile critics, instead of panting 
after him in vain, would be able to grasp him and 
get him under their microscopes and recognise him 
tor the poet that he is 
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Even if we grant that there is a wide woild of diifer- 
ence between imaginative and inventive fiction, and 
that the way to immortality is only open to the 
former, there is still so much to be said in praise of 
the latter that, if the verdict rested with his con¬ 
temporaries instead of with postciity, the inventive 
uithor w'ould often go permanently crowmed w'lth 
the fame that is now rcseived tor his more imagina¬ 
tive rival Within my own recollection Wilkie 
Collins w^as the most popular novelist of his day , 
Meredith ana Haid> had their thousands of readers 
and Collins his tens of thousands , cvciybody read 
him then, but hardl}' anybody reads him now fie 
used to complain, as Hall Came recoids in “ My 
Story ”, that the reviewers were all along disposed 
to sniff and qualify their appreciation, but he boasted 
that the public always received him with enthusiasm 
and oveiwhelmed him with grateful and adulatory 
letters Moreover, his brother novelists admired 
and lauded his amazing ingenuii} , Dickens col-* 
laborated with him, and his influence perhaps 
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traceable in “ The Mystery of Edwin Drood ”— 
in the unusual dexterity and subtlety with which 
Its plot IS constructed 

Ills own formula for holding the leader’s attention 
was “ make him laugh , make him weep , or make 
him Wilt ” , and he devoted himself almost exclu¬ 
sively to the thud of these mitliods Character is 
of quite minor importance in Ins stories—Count 
Foseo was his one masterly cuafion , the only one 
of all his dramatis persona voii ucill without eflort 
there is little humour in then and little pathos 
For him, the plot was the thing, a cunningly con¬ 
trived, caiefully do\etailLd plot, witl a iicart of 
mysUiy and sdisation that should hold the. n i«lu 
in suspense till it v\as unia\t.lied and cleared up in 
the last pages IIis justific ition w is that he thiil' d 
and delighted enormous multitudes It is enoi. h 
that he did tiiumphanth v^hit he set himself to d- , 
the best and most piecious things in life aie not c ‘ 
the most lasting , and whether or not liis wo’k is 
immortd, it was gieat in its kind and an iri bceoiiu 
the genius ol novelists who seem destined to outlive 
him 

And, as a foim of hteiature, the no' el of seri'^ation, 
crime, inystciv is immortal if its •uthor*- n^jt 
Collins has been dethroned, but his s. .s.. en are 
legion, and none has made out a stronger title the 
inheritance of his mantle than Phillips Oppenheim 


264 



E PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM 


For the skill with \\hich he constructs a baffling 
plot, intrigues his readers from the opening, and 
keeps them in suspense till it is time, at last, to give 
away his secret, none of them excels T am not sure 
that more than one of them equals him I don’t 
think Ii' aims to be anything but entertaining, and 
1 OA\ m iiu ot our no\elists who elaim to be much 

p' 

mote iM not even that* Two of oui most dis^ 
tingu. ‘lid entire Inve, at different times, eonlesscd 
ihit V ’b ^ ^mg of years they have lost 

. I 0 lor he^ the* modern psychological 
> < ’ns pretentious and boies them , they aic 

( vouifg enough to be suset ptible to romantic 
It , they can learn nothing and gel no 
f in th< ciuekness and boyish or girlish 
i.uiV'> tilt latUi 11 sex novel, hut they do 
^ i Ti , ixeiterneht and a tonic recieition m 

i u'b .1, Oppenheiin write “1 siij'iposc 

I ni) riueh ol actud hit,’ said on( of 
.0' nulled or particularly interested m 

wh. bout It In a novelist who know^ no 

r*. ‘ ' ' ’ nov” myself I like Oppenhcim 

’ lutsidt mv personal experiences , 

hr . \ ' nn memory but to my irnagina- 

n I lie that is new to me, that rouses 

rn^, i<! M- etps me guessing, rnakesr me forget 
event mg t kr in my ktenness to follow up the 
ch'es to his niystcty and see how he solves it I don’t 
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care whether it is good literature, I know it is a good 
story, and that’s what every novel ought to be and 
few art I sometimes think we take our novelists 
and they take thernselvts and their function too 
seriously Iht old troubador, when he sang his 
ballads and told his jams in the street, didn’t do it 
for glory but ior the coppers the crowd, if he pleased 
them, would thiuw into his hat He was nothing 
but an entertainer , people didn’t want him to be 
anything else- it is all I want his modern repre¬ 
sentative, the noeehst, to be, and it is what Oppen- 
hcim emphatieallv is He sitnplv writes for the 
time, and the time is prornptlv lew'arding him VMth 
populaiity and hard cish, while so many ol our little 
artists will not stoop to the present and are writing 
neatly toi a future that will never lead them 

He has written some sixty novels and books of 
short stories, hiving seen his first novel published 
in 1886, when he was twenty 1 do not pretend to 
have read them all, hut sinec T read “ Mysterious 
Mr Sabin ”, a good m in\ vears ago, 1 have never 
missed reading anv Phillips Oppenheim stoiy that 
has come within rcaeh of me Read ” ’Phe Ama/ing 
Partnership ”, ” The Plundeicrs ”, ” A Prince of 
Sinners ”, “ Mr Lessingham Goes Ifome ”, and 
you will find that while he is as ingenious as WMkie 
Collins at fashioning a plot that captures your inter¬ 
est m its complexities, he gets more rapidly into his 
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story, handles dialogue more skilfully, unfolds his 
incidents as \ividlv but vMth a lighter hand and loses 

no time on the \\a\ 

•/ 

After he lett school Phillips Oppenhciin vNcnt into 
his father’s Icathci business at Leacesttr, but he had 
started writing stories for his own amusement before 
that 7 ’he leather business, was st» suceessiul that 
Blumenthals, the big Amenein and Pans kather 
firm, bought it up, and appointed l^liillips Oppcnheim 
their director at Leue^tcr IIis expeiieiKe m that 
trade has proved imnunsel) iiseliil to him It has 
not only helped him to material loi his tales, but it 
was thiough ttie Amenean head ot lllunientlials that 
he had his chief incentive to the wilting of the type 
of story that has brought him such success as a 
novelist This gentleman introduced him to the 
proprietor of the Cafe d' Rat Mort, the once famous 
Montmartie uaunt, for Oppenheim was fie- 
quentl} in Pans on the aflaiis ol his leather company, 
and at the Cafe lie accpiircd Ins taste for the mys¬ 
teries of those inteinational intrigiiirigs anei ras¬ 
calities that figure so lugeh in seveial ot his books, 
for the pioprietor used to tell liim all manner of 
thrilling \arns about political and international 
adventurers, some of whom had been among his 
customers, and his listener formed a habit of weaving 
stones round the more striking personalities in the 
cosmopolitan crowd that he met in the Rat Mort. 
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He assured me that ho^\c\er ingenious I might think 
them, he never really constructs lus stones but 
simply lets them grow “ 'Iwo or thice people in 
a crowded lestaurant may arouse my interest, and 
the atmosphere is compelling,” sajs he “ 1 start 
weaving a story lound them the circumstances and 
the ptoplc gradually develop as 1 go on dictating 
to my stcrctarv the casual thoughts about them that 
arose in me while I was looking at them and their 
surroundings bust ol all 1 must have a eongenial 
atmospluie then the rc^'t is easv 

Fasv, tint is, to him, piitK tiom long practice 
but ehieflv beiau^t it wa‘^ lh( nieth’od that came 
natural to him and suited his temper imcnt There 
lb no use in telling aiuone how to write a novel, m 
lading down rules hir doing it a> il it were a meehan- 
leal tilde James IMvn’s plan was to ]'»repare an 
cliborate svnopsis, divule tins into chapters, then 
wiitt down a desenption of laeh ehaiaeler, and keep 
these details pinned on a seretn wheie iluv were 
handv tor lefeience while he was woiking \\illiam 
De Morgan would stall with little more than a 
general idta of wliat was gointr to happen m future 
pages , he would get his chaiaetcis together and 
give them their heads and let them develop the 
story as it went along Lveiv wav is the best way— 
for the author who finds it for himself and can do 
as well m It as Phillips Oppenheim has done in Ills* 
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He has tra\elled considerably , spent much of 
his time in Aintnea, ^^hc^c he was man it d (and, by 
the wa\, lar^e as his vogue is m (jrt it lintain, he 
IS anothei i>l oui authors wliose vogiit is even 
larger in America) , hut tor the most pait he divides 
his da}s ot work and leisure now httween his hr>me 
in London and his other home b\ tlu sea, in north 
Devon 

He Is lond of the tountiv, and of goli and 
all kinds of sports, he is an tquilly keen tluatie- 
goei, but gets molt tn|<nincnt out ol willing stones 
th.in out o[ anvthing cist, and simi he draws more 
in>piiation loi* these iioin the town than Irom the 
couTitrv, he IS Tuvei hippui than when Ik is in town 
“ ’1 ht cities tor me he said to an mlervitwcr 
“ Half a do/tn ihoioughlaits ind sijuiics in London, 
a h mdtul ol it stain ants, the piople one meets in 
a single iiioini''g, arc (juite suflieunt foi tlu pro- 
diKtion ol more and gieater stones than 1 shall ever 
write ” He wrote “ Mr Laxworlh) s \dventnres ” 
while he was staving at an hotel m Paris , but though 
Paris and New '^oik attraet him, London is his 
spiritual home and, with Us endless stieets and 
motle) crowds, is the chief begetter of his sensa¬ 
tional romances 

Yet his appearance is less suggestive of the city 
than of rural life Ruddy, genial, smiling, with his 
sturdy figure and bluff manner, it is easier to fancy 
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him, in j^riiters, carninpj a ridinc: whip, as a typical 
country squirt, than as a brilliant imaginative author 
creatinj^ Iktitioiis villains and preoccupied w'lth 
dre'ams ol strange cilines and the m)t>terit)us doings 
of lawless and dtspeiatc men Which is to say only 
that he no more gives himseli away to the casual 
observer than he gives a\va\ the secret ol any of his 
plots in the first chapter ot a booh 
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I\ a rash moment, recently, Michael Sadleir com¬ 
mitted himself to the ictrospective and piophctic 
assertion that there never liad been a Rreat woman 
novelist and nc\er would he The first part ol that 
statement is, of course, open to argument , the second 
cannot be pioved 11 he had said tlie gicatest 
novelists, so lar, have been men, he VNOuId have been 
on safe ground , loi I don’t think even the most 
politely complaisant masici (^1 the ecremonics would 
suggest that hiedding, Dickens and 'Fhackeray 
should step back and allow Jane Austen, Chailotte 
Kronte and George Fhol to lead this particular 
procession jf the immortals Which is not to say 
that these last are not great, but only that there have 
been greater 

Turning to living authors, if, so far as this country 
IS concerned (and hcie we are not concerned with 
any other), the same order ot precedence still ob¬ 
tains, the distance between the men in the first lank 
and the women m the second has, at least, sensibly 


T 


273 



GODS OF MODERN GRUB STREET 


(.hminishcd Leaving HareU apail in his inconltstihle 
suprcinacv, have vvi an\ novilists alive who are, 
on the uliok, superior to Wtlls, Conrad, Bennett, 
Cja]svvorth\ ^ It is a epiestion lime alone ean decide 
with certaint), but fallible men must neetls, mean- 
vvhiU, nuke up then sepirate mineis as best the\ 
can, and, loi m\ part, I would answei in the neeativc 
But should anvoiu claim that thcie ue tour women 
novelists who, il tht \ do not suipass, aie equal 
in achuvenunt with the tom men 1 luve named, 
T could not bi^un to tiem it until 1 had read them 
all over «u:ain bo nice, >o dehcite i matter is not 
to be settled oil-hand luen such godlike judges 
as Cmsst ind Scpuit" might well Ln aside their 
ihtindei and lightning in face ot it ind Bl disposed 
to temporise 

For, relegiting to outer darkness (where* iiianv of 
us would bi willing to join them) all whose, glorv 
is nothing but a vast popuhiitv and its aceessoiies 
think whit a gal iw ot women novelists there are 
anel whit sound md notable work tin best ot them 
have elune (^f those who hue been longest betoie 
the publie, vou have Luc.is Maht, Sarah Cjrand, 
George Colmoie*, Mat> C holmondelev, Marv and 
Jane I indlater, Mrs W K Uhiloid, Mai} L Mann , 
of those who began somewhat later, Elinor Mor- 
daunt, Doll \V}llarde, Violet Hunt, I\lrs Henry 
Dudeney, M P Wdlcocks, Peggy Webling, Mrs 
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Dawson Scott, Beatrice llarraden, Mrs Belloc 
Lowndes, Ph\llis Bottomc, Rose MicauLu, May 
Sinclair, Sheila Ka\L-Sniirh , ind ot a still latci 
da\, Viola Mc\ncll, Lthd Sidewitk, Denolhv 
Richardson, \iip;inia \\ooU, Maj\ Wthh C lenience 
Dane, Rehcee^a West, (i B Stern, Stoiin Januson, 
M Lconoi i 1 }les, SIlILi Benseni Tins h} 

no means completes the list, and there is no leason 
for endmi' il here except lhal il is lon^ eneiutth and 
contains a sufhcicnt numht i of names fe>r wliomso- 
t\cr will to select fiom it loiii whose woiL ma) 
fdiiK chalkcomparison with the t,neaiest tint 
has been done b\ tonleinpoi n\ noielists of the 
other sex 

\n\ adctpiate sin\c\ of the modem Ln^lish novel 
we)nUl, at all events, have to take into ace^onnt most 
of the women wiitcis 1 have iiuntioned, hut loi rnv 
present less ambitious occasions 1 am contented to 
limit mv lecord to two Mav Sinelnr and Sheila 
Kave-Snnth wlioin 1 tike to be cieneiall>/ upic- 
sent line of such «)1 them as aic still in the lull tide 
of their carceis the littci as having acxjuaintancc 
with the larger vaiictv of Imman ehaiactei and 
giving breadth, cedour and fulness ol lih to hci 
stories out ot a wider, robustcr interest m the multi¬ 
farious affairs that absorb so much of the thought 
and activities of men , the former as being the subtler 
artist both in psychology and style 
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As lon^^ a^o as 1916, tlic clistinpiiished American 
ciitic, I)i L).on Phelps, ciesenbed Miss Sinelair as 
“ to-da) the hjieinost living writer among 1 nglish- 
sptaking women ” He nghtl} dated her rise to this 
e mine nee Irom the publication of “ 'Phe Divine 
Fire ”, in 1904, and as rightl> reminded us that ” the 
British auelieiice lor whom it v\as intended paid no 
atlintion to it ” till it liad been acelaimcd bv ciitics 
and read with enthusiasm In thousands of reaeiers 
in Ameiiea W hv Miss Sinclair had to wait eight 
>ears (or that recognition I cannot explain She 
adventuicel into literituic in oitlioi^ox lashion by 
publishing two eolumes ol veise early in the ’nine¬ 
ties Ilei Ihst novel, “ '\udrev Craven ”, appeared 
in iS9(> 'I hen came, with longish inteivals betveecn, 
“Mr .md Mis Nevil "Ivson” and “'Two Sides 
ot a ()nestion ” 'J hese thiee books were touched 
with something of the guy realism that pievtntcd 
(iissing irom becoming popular with a public veliich, 
then nioie than now, duhked novels ot that hue and 
prtftntd Its fietion to be eithei elevating or plcas- 
antlv eiUertlining But it theie was no run on 
these three books at the hbiaiics, they diel not pass, 
unless my memory nasltads me, without due meed 
of praise irom the more disciiminatmg reviews , 
and, as Miss Sinclair has done far finer work since 
“ The Divine Fire ”, so I think she did truer, finer 
work befoie that m, at least, the second of her three 
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earlier \olumc‘> It \scre harder to wliv the 
laurels fell upon the fourth than why they missed 
the second 

Rock herry, in Chcslnrc, was Miss Sinclair’s 
birthpIacL, but when lame discovered lur she had 
been living some years at llampsuad, m London, 
and The Du me hue ” moves among London 
literary circles, sketelies clcvciL vatious literary 
types oi chaiactci and lile in bonding-houses loiind 
about BhKimsbuiv, with ior eential figure a >oung 
Cockney poet, a kind ol new Keats, who worked as 
a shop-assistant, wrote excpiisite verse, had all the 
instincts ol i gentleman, but w is illheted witli a 
dcploiablc hibit of dropping his aitehes So much 
IS made of this weakness (wliuh was realb only as 
superheiallv signihcant is v\as Stevenson’s inability 
to spell ecrtain words eorreelly) that the irequent 
insistence on it comes b\ degrees l(^ seem a little 
finieking, a little irritating, 1 do TU)t share Dr 
Phelps’^ ianey that Charlotte Bronte returned If) 
earth to wiite “'1 he Divine hire ” Miss Sinclair 
may have learned things Irom C harhitlc Bronte*, 
she his ^^rltten ablv and starehingly of her in “ The 
Three Brontes ” , but influcnee from that source - 
even from the Charlotte of “ Shirley ” days—is 
scarcely traceable in any of her books and certainly 
doe^ not, in “ The Divine Fire ”, dfiminate her own 
quietly distinctive personality 
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P'ew authois owe their popularity to their best 
work, and, at the risk of appearing heretical, I will 
admit I have always counted “ The Divine Fire ” 
as one of Miss Siiielair’s unsuece>.sful experiments, 
and “"I he Helpmate” as another Both have 
charm and disiinetion of st\le, but they have not 
the insight, the ekainess ot vision, that mark her 
latei novels She is, (specially m the second, like 
an artist diawing without models and ening in small 
details, getting the anatomy ot her eharacters here 
and thcie out ot pioportjon The eleverness and 
the interest of ” 'khe Helpmate ” are undeniable, 
but its people do not wear flesh about them , they 
are seiiously piesenteel, but one feels tluj' are as 
outside the woild of actual liumanitv as are the 
brilliant eieations that pla} so deftly in some ot the 
artifiLial comediLS of the Restoration 

”'1 he Creators” is another tale of liteiary life, 
and one in vvlueh >ou are not alwavs sure whether 
the author wishes >011 to take her poets and novelists 
in dead eMinest or whether she is sccietly laughing 
at them and toiiehing off their idiosvnLrasies with 
a eoveit iionv, the latter suspicion finding eneourage- 
ment in the neat itahsm and hard-eut brilliance with 
which the whole thing is done Some have com¬ 
plained that several of her novels aie too preoccupied 
vvitli the mysteries and intimacies of sexual relation¬ 
ship, but you might as reasonably complain that 
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other authors exclude these fiom their scheme of 
thinjjs and arc too pieoi^cupitd AMth otlui and loss 
vitall\ human cvpciicnccs 'I'litrc is no iorhiddcn 
trte in the p:ardLn ot liUialint , all the woild is the 
artist’s palish and he is jiistititd of an\ theint so 
lon^ as he can handle it ^\lth siah irtisiie sueitss 
as Miss Sinclair does in “ Kitty d ailleui ”, in ” ddie 
Combined Ma/c ”, and in tint tragically poignant 
shoit stoi) ” d Ik JudgiiKHt ot I\c ” 

l^ihaps she reaches the hight^st expression of her 
gcniiis in this and cahci of lui short stones (” The 
Wrackham Memoirs” is a little inasteipieee ot 
ironic eonudt) and in tlu slioitest ot hei novels, 

” d lu late and Death ot lliriutt I ican ” the 
cktielud pitv, tlu insight, tlu minuti, illuminating 
realism with which the whok tcebh , sell-saeiifumg, 
sentimental littk soul ot Ilarrutt i-. uvealed, and 
tlu pcrlcct teihnique with vvhieh it is all set down, 
give power md beauty to what in less skilled, less« 
sensitive hinds might have been a trail, wistiul story 
ot no [uitieulai significince 

Miss binelair is more eiiidite llian the majority of ^ 
novelists and, outside the world ot fiction, has proved 
herself a suggestive and oiiginal thinker in such 
philosophical subtleties as ” A Dcience ot Idealism 
She worked, during the early stages of the war, 
with the Red Cross, recording hei experiences in 
“ A Journal of Impressions in Belgium ”, and she 
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drew on those experiences for scenes in some of her 
novels, notably in “ Tasker Je\ons ” and m that 
finer story of the same period, “The Tree of 
Heaven ” 

Literary characters, tlie literary life, and sex 
problems enter prett) largely into Miss Sinclair’s 
novels, but she has never like so man} of the success¬ 
ful settled down to run in a groove , she does not 
repeat herself She has not accepted read}-made 
formulas of ait but has been continually reaching 
out for new wavs of adv inec She was quick to 
see viitue in tlie literar} ircthod (jf James jovee and 
Doroth} Richardson and the possibilities inherent 
in the novel which should look on cvcivthing through 
the consciousness of a single one of its characters, 
and pioelaimed it as the tv pc of novel that would 
have a future She may not have eonvinecd us of 
this when she applied the method in the ejaculatory, 
minutch detailed “ Mm Ohvti ”, but its maturer 
development in ” llaiiiett * le m ” demonstrated 
that It was a manner which could be used with 
supreme aitistie ctlectivcncss All the same, the 
method is not so new as James Jo}cc , }ou ma> find 
the beginnings of it, cinploved less sclf-consciously, 
with more reticence and moie humour, m the first 
and last novels of that very old-fashioned novelist 
William De Morgan 
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When his first novel, “ The Merry Heart was 
published, m 1909, Frank Svvinnciton was still so 
youthful that I remember peisons of my own ap;e 
had a way of referring to him, with an avuncul ir 
air, as “ }oung Swinneiton ” He was twenty-four, 
but his smooth, boyish face, liis unassuming man¬ 
ner, that hovcTcd between a natural vivacity and a 
sort of shyness, madt him look and seem younger 
than he w'as In the fourteen )eais since then ht 
has done v\ork, as novelist and as ciitic, that has 
made him famous on at least two continents, he has 
grown a mou tache and a trim, pointed reddish 
beard that with the lurking twinkle in his eyes, give 
him somewhat the appearance of an acute French¬ 
man (though nobodv could, in geneial, be more 
thoroughlv English), and, so far from licmg shy, he 
will now rise on a platform or at a public dinner and 
make you an admirablv serious or witty and humor¬ 
ous address with the completes! self-possession 
In fact, he has so matured, in himself and in his 
knowledge of life, that he makes those who once 
called him young feel as if they had not kept time 
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with him and he had become their senior Yet in 
the best wav he is still as young as c\er He has 
that tonic streak of frivolitj in him which is better 
than any monkey-gland for sa\ing a man from 
getting old Ik can be as serious as most people 
on occasion, but his jo)ous gills for telling a droll 
anecdote or mimicking the vokc, mannei and pecu¬ 
liarities ot an accjuaintancc arc gifl^ not so commonly 
shaicd Ik takes his ait striousK, hut unless ^ou 
catch him in the light mood hi is not u idv to talk 
sciiousl) about it Soil authors appear to he so 
in love witli tiuii worl that tlic) will tell \()ii they 
are ni\u h.ippici than when tiuv are driving the 
pen and putting thur thoughts on pa[Kr, hut I rank 
SvMnniiton is not one oi those Jk piotcsts that 
he wntts slowU , wUli difhculu , th it he does not 
like work , iinds it iiksomi , that he finds pk isure 
in thinking out in uka, hut once he has thought it 
out he has a liHing that it ought to he all done with, 
and puts oil shaping it into words a^ long as he 
can, ami then ein onlv hung hinisclt to do it hy tits 
and staits or with intcrmitttnt bursts ot energy 
But it vou took him too literally in this I think you 
would misunderstand him It woukl be truer to 
say ot him, as he lias said of Gissing, “ Conscien¬ 
tiousness was the note of his artistic character 
The books are lull of steady and sincere work. Only 
when thc> were written with joy (which does not 
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signify gaiet}) were thcj ot original value For if 
his own hooks wcu not wiiltcn with th U sinit |oy 
in creation (which nuv co-cMst with a tlishkc ol tlic 
mechanical act ot writing), llu\ coultl not he so 
intcnsih alive as ihev aie 

\ou might almost gills'^ tioni hi-, novels that 
Swinncrton w is a Loruioiui, oi at least, hk Dickens, 
had hccn inadt a natuiahsid citi/cn ol the “dear, 
damned, dehghlliil, diitv “ town wlun he was a 
child He was horn it \\ ood (iieen, no such ideally 
rill d suhiiih as its n ime suggests, md ha-* lived in 
London all his hte \ seveic illness ^vhen lie was 
tight veais ()i*d made going to school out ot the 
question loi some time, and continued delieati 
health and recuiiing huak-dowiis rendeicd any 
cdueation so iiignunlai} as* to he ]'>retly well 
ntghgihle hut he was ill the while, without know¬ 
ing It, edueati ig himselt in wavs that were titling 
him toi the eaieer he was to iolliAv Ji(M>ks were his 
teachers, md liis hteiaiv amhition^ took an active’ 
form so eailv that at the age ot ten he was ninning 
an amateur mag i/ine one ot the kind that years 
ago (and piohahl^ still) used to eiieulate in manu¬ 
script among suhscrihers who wcie all eonti ihutois, 
and uscfull), and some times mercilessly, ciiticised 
each others ttfoils 

II c w^as about fourteen when he turned his hand 
to real business and became a clerk in the London 
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ofilcc of some Glasgow newspaper piiblishtis After 
an inttr\al, he woiKecl for a few \car-. in tlic pub¬ 
lishing house ol J M Dent ft Co , then tran'-ftrred 
himscll to the fnm ed Chatto ft Winelus, whose 
literal} advisei he has since remained, dividing his 
time between writing hooks of his own and reading 
and passing judgment on tlu books oj others, to 
say notliing of his doings .is a levicwer or as the 
writer for in Aiiuiu m nnga/me of ime' of the best 
monthly liteiaiy kite is that go init oi I.ondon 

At twentv Ik wiott hi. tn^t novel, and it was 
rejeeted b\ eveu piibli.her to whom it was oflereel 
d wo more no\e1s slinid ilu s nne dise(>iiiaging 
f itc, and J believe then uithoi h.is now destrovcd 
all lluct Ilul a happni fate w is reserved for his 
louith, “ d he Me MV IK irt ”, whieh was promptly 
aeeepleel .md ]nihlis}ud , aiiei if luitlui in storv nor 
in ehai lete Ms itinn tln-s bnovint, t[uielK humviieius 
romance of a T oiuh/ii tkrk will mn.piie with his 
matintr fution, it has i ehairn and moining fresh¬ 
ness oi feeling and outlook to alone foi whit it may 
lack in finish 

“ d he doling Idea ” marks a great adv mee in his 
master} ol the t}}K of novel to which he w is par- 
tieulaih devoting himself dhs “comedy of 
environment,” traces with a wonderfullv sympa¬ 
thetic understanding the mental and moral develop¬ 
ment of Hilda Vernon, who is a clerk in a London 
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office She shares a flat with her hooiisli hi other 
and delightful \oungLr sisiti, md diMlhisioned and 
dishtartcntd b\ hei o\er^ dn cxpei units ol llie 
meanness and squalni ot the hti aiound lur, longing 
still to beluvt “ in the luauty ot sonulhing, in the 
purit\ of some ulea, or the intigiit^ ol some indi¬ 
vidual, ’ but triving uj) hope, she meets with a in in, 
a cleik like lursell, wlu) 1>\ his elean, eourageous 
personality ind stiength oi ehataetir si\(s lur trom 
despair and revives hei old t<uth in luim.inl ind 
'1 he novel is remarkable toi its insight ami sublh 
anahsis of eharactei no less than toi tht interest ol 
Its sttiry , but 1 unc( loitli in Swinnerlon’s woik the 
anahsis of ehaiaeter glows aiul tlu storv itsell de- 
dines in importame Jt is so in “ 'I he ( asenunt ”, 
” 1 Jie llapp\ Kniilv ” f)n the St in ease ”, ” 'i he 
Chaste \\ife”, ‘ Noeturne until with “'Ilic 
Three lovers” the storv biLMi's to reasseit itself 
1 hai c seem ” 1 he ( haste Witt ” deseiihed as his 
one failure, hut to me it stems one ot the ablest and 
most poignint ot his bof^s .mtl Ihiseilli i v.indinc 
one ot the most gracious, tiiiely simjile women he 
has ever diawn ” Sfi(*ps ami Houses ” is peihaps 
less satisfaetoi V, though it tollenvs Ins lavounte 
method and studus ver\ skilfully and with a shrewd 
irony the various members of a nnddlc-cfass family 
It IS in “ September ”, a brilliant handling of the 
marriage of incompatible temperaments, in ” The 
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Happy Family ”, “ The Casement ”, “ On the 
Staircase ”, and, more than all, in ” Nocturne ” 
that Swinrurton’s art is at its surest and highest 
7 litre arc only five characters in “ Nocturne ”, and 
from the lime wlun Jenny Blanchard is riding home 
in the tiam to her going out and returning from a 
eoyert \i^il to hci lo\ci in his yacht on the 'Fhames, 
the action oceiipios less than si\ hours Jtnnv, her 
sister IniiK, their julilul, tiresome, amusing old 
father, and tlic hoiiKlv, dull All R\h tt, who pursues 
Icnny with uiiwckonu ntcntioiis -tht y and ihcir 
wlioh tiuiiomiKUt .irt rot iled with a mo>t graphic 
and intimate leahsm, and Jenny’s imjutuous rebel¬ 
lion agimsi tile siju iloi and niii >wiuss ot her lot, 
the s[Miituil tiagedy of hei hiiet, passionate sclf- 
sutlender ate toiielud with an emotional power and 
sense of pity ih it mike a which e isily might 

liave been dial) mel gioss a tiling stiangelv beautiful 
hew who n ad it will woiulei that H Cj Wells 
should lia\e dec lined it is i book ” tliat will not die 
It is piitLct, authentie, and alive” 

One of Ills Anuriein critics (and his yogue,too, is 
hrgei in \meiiea than in this country) has ilcscnbed 

Swinncrtoii as “ the analyst of lovers ” He is that 

•< 

in most ot his books, but he is a good deal more than 
that It IS loeisSely said that he is a disciple of 
Gissing, but so far as 1 can see he is one of the most 
original of living novelists and derives less from his 
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predecessors than do most of his contemporaries 
He deals with the grey, swarming lamdon siuets, 
and w'llh middle and lowci class London liU, hut 
that life has changed radicalK since (Lssing’s daj, 
and Swinnerton is true to its modern devtlopmuits 
Moreover, he is no pessimist, he writes with a gmial 
sympathy of the people whom (iissing despised, and 
there is a pi evading sense of humour in his pages 
that IS iic\er in Gissing’s Jlis menial attitude, 
his st\lc, his realistic ait are altogether different 
In his hook on (jisMng (I ha\c not read his hook 
on Stevenson, which the} tell me is unoMhodo\, and 
gave offence Un Stevenson’s admuers) he savs that 
in (iissing’s time realism was reganleel as “ some¬ 
thing veiy repulsive and unimaginativc he 

did not sec in realism veiy rnucK more lli in lahoiious 
technical method We are all realists t()-cla\, trying 
very hard to se * without falsity and to icproduce 
our vision with exactitude Kcahsm, I think, is no 
lorgcr assoc iitcd with the foot-rule and *1 stupid 
purposeless rcprodiietion of detail ” It is not so 
associated in the retieent, imaginative realism he 
practises liimself 1 fane}, too, that he is getting 
back to his earlier manner - to the making of the 
story as important as the study of psychology 
“ The Three Lovers ”, as I have said, mo\?es m that 
direction, and if it goes so far as to be occasionally 
melodramatic there is no falsity in that, for life itself 
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IS full of melodrama He recognised in The 
Casement ” that lo\e is not the whole of life, that 
“ work of anv kind seems to absorb the faculties, 
and some busiruss men do, 1 suppc)se, li\( for their 
work ” , and rceentl) he has owned to a feeling 
tliat in Its nc\l development the novel will be a 
definite and plain tile, that there will be a revival of 
rtali^tie lonianee which will pay less attention to 
men’s intermittent iniorous idventures and more 
to the biisintss and general affairs that preoccupy 
most of tin tinu of thi mi) iiity And the signs are 
that he is of those who are beginning to travel on 
those lines ^ 
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Without leading anything of an auihor’n woiks, or 
any tiling that was written about liicm, you might 
iorm a practical notion of his value and follow his 
progress along the path to glory by niticiv watching 
the growth ot his icviews and the exy^nt to which 
they cfiinbed ^ip Ironi the obscurer into the more 
prominent parts ot the papers L nless he breaks 
the precedents and is a roaring success from the 
first, and that seldom happens, he will stait by 
receiving short, inconspicuous notices some weeks 
oi months after his book is issued, or be grouped 
with tour or five others in a collective ariitlc, on thc‘ 
sardine piinciple Perhaps he will ncvei escape 
out of that limbo , but if he is destined ior success, 
you will presently note that he is promoted to the ' 
dignity ot long reviews with a special heading to 
himself, and when you find him topping a column, 
discussed at considerable length, with a breathless 
announcement bracketed under the title, ‘“Published 
To-day/^ you may be sure that, if you have not yet 
started to read him, it is time you began 
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Hugh Walpole has been through all those stages , 
he ycnt through more lapidl) than ino^t authors 
do, and has gone bLM>nd them, lor he was still thice 
or lour }Lar'« shoit of lort) when .i leading London 
publisher SLMled him of the elect by piodueing a 
eolleeted edition of his works So far as 1 can 
recall, In is the vounge^t novelist who ever had that 
mark of disimelion bestowed u]>on him \nd, by 
wav ol eoiioboi itmg the simuficanee <»t this, a selec¬ 
tion of jiassigts jiom his hooks has been published 
in a speeiil ‘ Hugh Walpole \nlhoIog\ ”, and tw^o 
Vears in sue;e>sion, with The Seeiet C itv ” and 
“ '1 he ( aptives ”, he has taken the l^it Hlael^ Pri/e 
awaideel bv the I mversitv ot I dmbuigh feir the* 
best n<»v el ol the \ e ii 

ills father was vieal of a ehuieh it Viieklmd, New 
/cmIiiuI, m iSSf, when Hugh Walpole was born 
In 1SS7 the f imiK lemovcel to New ^ork, where 
Di Walpole had aeeepteel an ippointment as 
Iholossor in a 'I heologieal C ollege , and seven veirs 
latei thev migiated to 1 nglaiul, where, in tin rulness 
of time the son was to beeome a f.imoiis newehst, 
and the 1 ither bishop of Ldinhurgh After com¬ 
pleting his eelue.ilion it King’s School, ( ante-rbury, 
anil Imamul College Camhtidge, Hugh Whdpole 
woiked for a vear or so as teacher at a boy’s school 
in the provinces Then he went to London, settled 
m cheap lodgings at Chelsea, and reviewed books 
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for the newspapers, to provide for his present needs, 
and WTote noxtls with an t>c on the iuturc y 
He had written his first, “ Tht Wooden Horse ”, 
while ht was at Cainl'nid^t, but discouraqtd b\ the 
friend to whost. pidgiiRnt lu submitted it, hid it 
aj»ide lor about fi\i s^ais, and onU nlKitd it lor 
publication and hail it aj.v.tptLd in 1909, alter In hid 
taktn the plunge ind cnttrtd on tint louinalntic 
career in 1 ondon It was (.nougli unnid nul 
put a littk nioncv into bis jnirst and ‘ M u idnk 
at roit\ a nnitii initurtr woik whah iollowcd 
within a )ear, met with i icttpiion lioin entas ami 
publa’tbat iiftdc it tkai la had loiiiid his xoL.itmn , 
tlan witli “ Ml Ftmn and Mr 1 i.ull ”, ibiilliint, 
sonawlnt biitt r, ‘'tial\ ot the bo\s and inisttis at 
a diLar>, lorn K schof)! in ('oinwall (itnunisttni 
no doubt, ot his <w\n [(aching di\>), la 1 urlv < sl.ih- 
hshed linnsclt lint w is m k^ii and llicm<- 
foiwaid Ills st()j\ is tla stoi\ ol the siunssuc t'vook'^ 
he w lotc, until tin w ir c.ina to mli rr upt bi cancr 
In the tailur dns ot tla w.u la wtnk<<l with tla 
Red CiObS on tla HusMaii tuml , latci la w is jnit» 
in chaigc ot Hntish juopaguala at Ibtiograd, and 
lived then throughout tla cluu'S ot llu fust Revolu¬ 
tion, keeping a full cliarv ol lus t\[aiarKes which 
has never been published People he uiei, things 
he did and saw w^hilc he was serving with the Red 
Cross went into “ 'Fhe Dark ForCvSt ”, the soinbrest 
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and one of the most ably written of his books It 
cam^ out in 1916, while he was in Petrograd He 
made a hntly sympathetic study of the soul of the 
Slav, and pictured Petrograd in the da)s of the 
Revolution, in “ The Secret City which has been 
described as the truest novel of Russian life ever 
wiittcn by an alien, and was published toward the 
close ot the wai, when he was home again and work¬ 
ing here in the Ministry of Information 

But thi^e two books, though the> rank with his 
best, arc not icprcscntativc Hugh Walpole is 
probably as i\eai to being a tvpieal Englishman 
any man can be, and ot liis dozen ‘other hovels, 
“The (roldtn Scarecrow'’ and “Jeremy*' show 
how vvondcilullv he can enter into the minds of 
children, and the rest are stones ot lower-middle 
middle and higher hhiglish society m town and 
coimtiy “'Phe Duchess of Wnve”, with its 
Mvidly realistic driwmg ot tlu dicadful old Duchess, 
cnshiints an essentially English i^ramh dame ot the 
old-school that is rapidly hecommL" extinct , there 
c»re no bcttci pictures ot English lamilv litc than the 
pictures ot the "1 reiichards in “ The Green Mirror ”, 
and a later novel , and you guess that personal obser¬ 
vation and experience have gone into “The Captives 
“ The Cathedral ”, and other of his stories con¬ 
cerned with the clergy and schoolmasters, and into 
the narrative in “ Fortitude ” of how’ Peter Westcott 
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ran away from his Cornish home to face poverty 
in London and embark on a successful career jfs a 
novelist, for thoui^h Walpok has statul lh«H he 
never draw^ his characters Irom living models, he 
owns that living persons suggest themes and char¬ 
acteristics to him 

He reveals an English trait, I think, by lus con¬ 
fession of tailh in tlu outlook and methods of 
Anthonv 'Frollopt, tiie most thoioughl} 1 nglish of 
all our novelists It is cm unis how iii willing of 
pre^tnt-d i\ fiction I am continually coming up 
agiinst 1 rollopc ilis stvk is casvgoing, undis- 
tingui^fuil, oj^cn slipshod, lu did not pretend to 
!)♦ m artist , rartly tioublcd much for a plot, never 
vs(u'icd Hit psvcliolouw, never heard of psycho- 
'ni\Hs, but wiotc sirnpi) of people as lie saw and 
M <them, pul them into a loose soit of stoiy of 
1 iLs tint vvtie* happening round about him, and 
< in nairc and moie leeogniMng that in Ins* 
"1’ laics Cil the sociil, political and business 
iL (>1 1)1^ p nod lu was a eloser observer, a greater 
ualjst llian were some of his eontiunporanos who. 
irpavsed him in humour, imagination and m literary 
.imis 1 come up against lum so f>ftcn that I sus- 
pi.^* his (juict inliuence is growing more potent with 
01 r younger writers than that of Dirkens„^or Thack¬ 
eray, or Meredith 

Not Jong ago, both W L George and Douglas 
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Goldring announced that they would write no more 


psychological novels , the 
Sion that the novelist’s 


\ had arrived at a conclu- 
real business was to tell 


a plain tale in which his characters should be left 
to express iheinselves in action Compton Mac¬ 
kenzie had preceded them with a declaration that 
the novelist’s iunction was not to analjse states of 
mind and tmotions but to dramatise tlum, that the 


novelist should before evervthing else be an enter¬ 
tainer, a tilki tales, ind since the war Hugh 
Walpole has laid down his own views on this subject 
in a statement that was piibhsheti b\ Meiedilh Starr 
m his book on “ d he hiiUirL (j 1 the Ndvel ” 


“A novel seems to me,” savs \^ ilpole, “quite 
siinpl) a business of telling a stor} about certain 
people \\honi the wirai Utcmpls to male as living 
as possibU PiobabK behind llu lines oi these 
people theie would be some philosophy ot life cithei 
^-jlated delinitelv or implied in the altitude of the 
author It 1 weie to make any prophesy 

about tin lutnu of the no\el, I would say tliat many 
)f us are growing tiutl of the thirst for noveltv and 
are turning back with relict to an’^ simple picscnt- 
rnent of ual pcoph in a real w iv \ good instance 
ol this is the wonderful rtcrudeseenee of Anthony 
Trollope, who eaied nothing about form or tech¬ 
nique or style, and had, indeed, the smallest preten¬ 
sions of himself as a novelist. But he kept his eyes 
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fived on the characters about whom he was writing 
and tried lo tell the truth about lluni as he saw them 
He was indeed too deeph inttrested in then a/vtn- 
tures to think about an}thintj else And ] believe 
that It IS this kind ot siinpluitv ol interest on the 
pait ol the naiiator to whieh we will leluin ” 

The 'irenthariis are a kind ol lainil\ 'liollope 
might have eieated had he been liNing now , “ The 
Cathedial ” is a kind ol stvuv Ik might have toUl, 
with its jLilisiie intli)dianu and its eleiuil alnios- 
pheie, but Walpole ttlls it with a subtler .111 in tlu 
wilting and tlu eonstiuelion, with a eoneiseness 
and elfarm ol#st\K that au outside the lange oi tlu 
earlier noxclist 'Jiollope was lat, ponderous, be- 
whiskered W alpede is till, well-kniT, vKin-shaven, 
looks e^en voungcr than In'. '*e us, is mmble-witted 
anel modern-inindetl , ‘aiul the two do not diflei 
more in pusonilit\ tlnr in them inaimei of telling 
a tale '1 he toe, anel the tmtli ol it, mi} be lh(^ 
law lor both, l>iit tliough lliev low m tlu same boat, 
to appK tlie pirn ol Doughs JcikjKI, it is with very 
diileienl sloilK ^ 

Most ol W il])ole s woik is d*)ne ,it Ins e oUage by 
the sea in Cornwall , he retius to that seclusion 
when a new idea has tafen hole! upon him, stays 
there for se>me months at a stittch, then, with 
another novel completed, returns to London tor 
recreation, and is a very familiar figure again at all 
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manner of social functions, and one of the cleverest 
and most popular of after-dinner speakers “ We 
loveVhini out \under,” an American assured me , 
” none of your author-lecturers v^ho come over to 
us has lai^er or mor( delighted audiences ” A 
cousin of the Earl of Orford, I have seen it said that 
he indirectly inherits no little of the wit and shrewd 
worldly wisdom of his distant kinsman Horace 
Walpole , hut tlu icahsm and haunting mysticism 
of ” d'lic Dark I’niest ” have rujlhiiuj; in common 
with the Cl lull 1 \ loniantiL tcrrois ot ” I In Castle of 
Otianto ”, and his wit and pcspic icitv art mitigated 
by a gcnnl human kindness that i-> nc part Of that 
conjectural inluiilancc 
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H G Wells made one of his mistakes—even the 
wisest of us have to make a few—when, during a 
controversy with Henry James, he brct/ily denied 
that he was an artist and proclaimed liimstlf a jour¬ 
nalist I think he must have said it with his tongue 
m his cheek , anyhow, it was a mistake to put that 
opinion into anybody’s mind and those words into 
anybody’s mc^ith, for there are alw’ays critics and 
artists, mainly of the lesser breeds, ready enough*, 
without such prompting, to belittle any greatness 
that gets in their way , 

Undoubtedly, Wells i& a journalist, and a mightily 
efficient one , but he is also as subtle and fine an 
artist as you shall find among our living men o^ 
letteis, and something of an authentic prophet, to 
boot I hope his ideal state will never be realised , 
it IS too dreadfully efficient, too exactly organised,^ 
so all mechanical, with human beings clicking m as 
part of the machinery that, if it ever came to pass, 
life in it would be reduced to such monotony that 
I am quite certain he would himself be one of the 
first to emigrate You may say the journalist is 
uppermost m his social and economic gospels, such 
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as “ A Modern Utopia ” and ** New Worlds for 
Old ”, in those wonderful imaginative, inventive, 
scicr^ific romances, ‘‘ I'he First Men in the Moon ”, 
” The War of the Worlds ”, “ The War in the Air ”, 
“ Men Like Gods ”, and in no\els so gnen over 
to problems of religion, morals, sex, education 
and general contemporary life and conduct as are 
” Cjod the Invisible King ”, ” Joan and Peter ”, 
” Ann Veronica ”, ” The Soul of a Bishop ”, ” The 
Undying bin ”, and ” Tlie Secret Places of the 
Heart ”, }tt in all these it could be demonstrated 
that the artist and the prophet collaborated with the 
journalist if has been said that ^Wlen iti those 
c*arly romance^ he foicsaw the coming of the Great 
War and the pait the aeroplane would play in it he 
was no piophct but a*clever prognosticator who had 
followetl the piogicss ol iiatntion, noted certain 
tendtncics and calculated then dc\elopmcnts as 
4»ne might work out a pioblem in mathematics, and 
that a prophet needs no such guides to knowledge 
but speaks by inspiration and is concerned only 
iMth the things of the spiiit However that may 
be, it IS with the things of the spirit that be is mostly 
preoccupied in at least three of the six later novels 
I have just mentioned and, to name but one, his 
vision ot ” God the Invisible King ” is more like 
prophetic utterance than any we have had in our 
time 
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But he IS before all else an artist in the greatest of 
his novels - in “ The \Mul 1 s of C'hancc ”, “ Love 
and All Lewisham ”, ” Kipps ”, ” 'The llisto^v of 
Mr Polly ”, ” Tono BuniTa\ ” and 'The Newv 

Machia\tlli ”, in ” 'Phe Conntiv ot the Blind ” and 
nearly all the other short stones in the same voliinu 
That book epitomises Wells’s \ersati 1 e genius, its 
stones represent in little iuarl\ everv \aiKtv of his 
work l’hc> arc h) turns fantastic, humoious, 
supernatural, Msionaiv, i^nmK tirribk and sternly 
or sympathetically realistic Peisonallv, I like him 
best here, as in his larpjei vsoiks, when Ins stones 
arc all*of orehnary men and women fi\ini^ averaj^c 
human lives m the li^ht eif common day , hut his 
bizaire studies in psycliolopv, his short tales of the 
eerie, nightmare order and tlftise that grow^ out of 
surpnsir^ scientific discoveries arc fashioned with 
an art as sure ard as strong and as finished It the 
author of” 'The Countiy of the llhnd ” and ” Kipps • 
IS not an artist hut a joiiinahst the sooner our other 
writers of fiction take to journalism the hettei, both 
lor them and for us * 

He IS one of those authois who happen to he in 
themselves exactly what they seem to he* in their 
books Unalkctcd, alive with energy, sociable, 
genially talkative, it is an amusing object lesson to 
see him seated at a public dinner next to some dis¬ 
tinguished but orthodox philosopher of less learning 
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than himself, \(>unf;er but lookini’ older, \\ith none 
o( his imat(in.iti\u power, In', far-seemt; Msion, his 
otij^ruilit) and sug^cstneiu-^s as a thinker, who is 
yet chjtlud in the i^ravit\, relietnei, aloofness that 
arc siipposLcl to denote superior wisdom 'Fhcrc 
IS nothing so im]'>us'>i\L in Wells's manner, his 
quick gestures, his hii^h, not unpleasant voice , but 
his keen i^n V c\es, with .i humorous twinkle in the 
di [Uhs of them, look out fniin under a bioad, massive 
fort lu id that pievcrrts In'- appe nance from being 
commonplate vSidiiev Diik his called him “the 
Supc I m.in-in-tlu-Strei t “ ’le is a gre it deal more 
th.m that, hut he ovses In', decp «knowlldgc of 
biimanilv, In^ Inoad svmpitln with its suflermgs 
ind aspirations to the laet that he did at the outset 
shall the lumielv s.ilistaetions, the limitations and 
disadvant igts that aie the lot of the inan-in-thc- 
street gitw wise in iIiosl cxperienets, and eairied 
,,tlu memor\ of them with lum into the studv V far 
more ptofitahle proeeeding than to arrive m the 
studv Ignorant ind learn of the outer world Irom 
luarsav or from what others hive written 

Socialist, scientist, piaetieal idealist, immensely 
interested in nun and affairs, insatiabl) curious 
about all life, its oiigins, implications, possibilities, 
restlessl) delving into the historv and mastery of 
the past tor truths that would light his guesses at 
the darkei mastery ot the future, it was natural for 
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Wells to put his latest interests into each nev\ book 
that he wrote, whetlKr it was a matttr-oi-i ut philo- 
sophieal trc itise nr mniantii or u ilistic rictinp| It 
this habit ni is mileiial foi his wi>rk whativct 

was leadust to h iiul led to lus scatulalisine; trunds 
and acqunntanct b\ puttint; c\tn tlum, undii thin 
disguises, into celt nil ol his no\cIs, he has, it hist, 
put hiinsell into them also ind no hlllt of his auto 
hiogrip}i\ ^(iii mn trace ilu growth of his mind, 
the development ot his iihas thiongh his suutssi\e 
hooks 111 has bcin »ieen^td of ineonsisteni v be 
thosi who laneied his opinion hid ehamjid bieaiist. 
It had'nulurtd, that he h ul aeijiiiieJ i new loot 
when hi had merelv grown luw' hiinclus \11 his 
lifi, is soimhody (uki said, hi his hem thus idii- 
eating hiinsell in the public e\et but Ik was eduialmg 
himstll striiiuoi slv imf in face of nian> difheulties 
long bi toie tiu (' i id the public hi eainc awaii ot him 
He was born, in i<Sf)h, at I]romli\, Kent, wher* 
his father, a noted inikitir who jihi^id in the 
Count\ team, kipt a small glass nul ehini and 
gencril shop Hut thi husim-.s failid , his lathis 
had to find crnp!o\ment , his motlnr went a-, house¬ 
keeper to a grt it house near Petcrsfield, and Wells, 
then about thiiteeii, was ippicnticed to a draper at 
Windsor lietoie long, he left there ^to go to 
Midhurst as assistant to a chemist, and presently 
abandoned that profession to resume his interrupted 
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schooling]: at Wimblchurst Thence, in i88i, he 
went to he, for a brief ptiiod, pupil leather at hib 
uncj \ school in Somerstt, and gave that up to 
take to his fust trade again in a draper’s shop at 
Soiilhsea Aftci two ycais of this, he emerged as 
assistant tcaelur at Midhurst Oianuiiar School, till, 
having won a scholarship at the South Kensington 
School of Science, and taken his B Sc dcgite with 
honours, he seemed an appointment to teach Science 
and I'liglidi at Hcnlev House School, St John’s 
\\o(k1 lo increase his income, he passed from 
that to work as lecturer and tutoi to some Ihuvcisity 
C’oncsponelenec Classes, and the ’Incessant and 
aiduoLis labour this invohed lesulied in such a 
complete bieakdown of health that he had to resign 
Ins appoinliTunt and* go awa\ to the south coast to 
lest and lecupeiate 

Hut be (ole he w is f uilv eoiualeseeiil the irksonic- 
'less o| doing nothing and the need of getting an 
income piompted him to ti\ his luck with his pen 
So jar his hterai> work had not gone bevond what 
I am told was an admirable biological levt-book, 
contiibiitieuis to technical journals, and a few occa¬ 
sional ncwspapci articles He turned now to writing 
cssavs and sketches of a light and humorous kind, 
and found a reach maikct ioi them in the P(2ll Mall 
Gazette, and other papers Once in the lists as 
a literary free-lance, he rode from success to success 
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with astonishing deftness and energy In 1S95 he 
published “ Select Comersations with an Uncle ”, 
but It was eelipsed b\ the appearance in the inline 
}ear of “ The Stolen Bacillus and Other Stones ”, 
and two of the most onirinal and charictenstie ot 
his early imaginative talcs, “ The Tnjic Maihinc ’’ 
and “'i'he Wondertul \ isit ” Next vear, hiicl on 
the heels of that gnm lantas\, “ '1 )u Island ot Oi 
Moreau,” came the most chaimmgly humorous, 
realistic-id}llic of his novels, ” The Wheels ot 
Chance ” 

No man with a bcnuus puipose slviuld in this 
eounti), relaifl a sense of humour It nature ln» 
afHieted him with one, he should do his best to have 
it removed, it is more inimical to Ins wcll-lxing 
than an appendix But \\ ells seems to be incurable, 
and that he has carelessly hioken thiougli all minner 
of prejudices to almost universal acceptance, 111 
spite ot his handicap of humour, is m itseli i testi¬ 
mony to the powei and quality oi his work It 
Darvvui had followed “ 1 he Origin (A Species ” by 
writing ” dhiee Men in a Boat ” I doubt whetheT 
the pundits would have taken him stnously enough 
to hayc him buried in Westminster Abbey Wells, 
having published a novel aiul three searching and 
profoundly earnest books on the Great War in 1914, 
burst ^orth next year with the farcical, bitingly 
satirical “ Boon ” and the irresponsibly laughable 
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“ Bcalby ”, and immediately alter appealed to us 
with his prophetic ” Wliat is ('oming ^ ” and one 
of hi, finest novels, and certainly the finest novel of 
the war, “ Mr Bntimg Sets it d hrou^h 

All which IS, ol course, as it should he It is 
your little man \^ho has only one mood for all oc¬ 
casions, and dare not laii^h and unbend from his 
])ose and come down from his pedestal lest he 
should stem no hi^^^er than those v\lio had looked 
up to him Whih other scholars aic tf)ihn[» hbori- 
ousl) tovviite the itcoulol i single nation, oi a single 
reign, \\'( lU .sandw k hes between novel anel novel 
that stupendous suivev, “ '1 he Outline of llistoiy ”, 
W'hieh is not onl\ a seholail} and vastl) eompre- 
hensive throniele of the evolution of man and tlie 
progiess of humanity the v\orld over from the dawn 
of time to the da> before vesteiday, but is, as 
Macaulay iightlv said all histoiv ought to be, as 
easy and liseinaling leading as any work of fiction 
No 1 nglish author lias a wider vouue outside his 
t)wn eountrv lie is popular in America, and in 
Kussia (krmanv, Scandinavia, where many other 
of oui famous writers arc unknown , and who 
was that Fieiiehman that, on a visit to London, 
expressed himself as agieeably surprised to discover 
that Wells is nearly as much appreciated over here 
as he IS in F'rance ^ 
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Although I don*t think I ever exchanged a dozen 
words with him until recentl), since the days of 
my youth 1 have felt a sptual personal interest in 
Israel Zangw'ill With the passing of ^irnc, as it 
became possible to know him from his books and 
Ills public d<9ings, that interest has strengthened 
to admiration and a real regard alike for the giesft 
qualities of his work and the courageous sincerity 
of his character , but I fancy’it had its beginnings 
in quite trifling associations Wc were both born 
Londoners, and ■ tarted in the same v\ay when we 
WTre tw^enty, or less, we were competing agains4 
each other for prizes in a weekly paper called Society, 
and 1 believe his first appearance in piint was with 
a prize story in that long deceased penodical I aw 
a little uncertain of the exact dates, but he was still 
in hia' twenties when he started Ariel, a brilliant 
rival ib Punch, and I sent him some contributions 
for It W'hich he did not use About the same time, 
I ran another short-lived rival to Punch myself, but 
he sent me no contributions for it, or, without 
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desiring to heap coals of fire on his head, I should 

have used them Then we both became members 
of the New Vagabond Club, and used to meet at 
its dfiincrs occasionally and sometiir^es nod to each 
other, but never spoke As a matter of fact, I 
don’t suppose he knew who I w^s and cannot 
have suspecteef that I entertained such warm and 
proprietorial sentiments tov^ard him hor many 
years now, since his marriage (his wife, the daugh¬ 
ter of Professor W P) Avrton, is hersell a novelist 

mi • 

of dibtincti/)n), he has made Ins home at East 
Preston, in Sussex, and ms visits to London 
have been few and far between But when l!c was 
up on busuuss, staving at his chambers in the 
Temple, 1 used to come across him at long inter¬ 
vals eaioenng clown *lhe Str ind or Pdeet Street, 
and alv\a)s felt 1 was rucetifig a sort ol old friend, 
though, until reeentl), vve passed without recog- 
ntion 

It v\as in ih ()4 that he was born, his father being 
an exile who, lying under sentence of death for a 
Uwial militarv otUnec, had escaped to this country 
from a Russian prison lie was educated at the 
Jews’ PTcc School, in Ivast London, v\here, a >ear 
or two before taking his B A degree, with triple 
honourc, at the London Universit), he became a 
teacher But teaching, though he proved extia- 
ordinanly successful at it, was not to be his career 
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In 1888, he H'rote in collaboration with Louis Cowen 

a farcical political romance, ” The Premier and the 

Painter ”, and prestntK resigned his sclu^astic 

engagement anil proceeded to earn a livelihood by 

free-lance litcratuie and journalism That success 

did not come Jo him till he had paid lor it in hard 

work Nou ma\ know the moral he drew from 
■' ' • ' 

his memories of those days when he wrote (as 
J A Hammtrton records in his ” Humorists of 
To-Day ”), ” If }uu are blessed with some talent, 
a great deal of industry, and m ainoiiri: of conceit 
mightj enough to enable >ou to disregard superiors, 
equals and (frilics, as well as the fancied demands 
ol the public, it IS possible, without friends, or intro¬ 
ductions, or bothering celebrities to lead your 
manuscripts, or cultivating tfie camp oi log-rollers, 
to attain, bv dint ol slaving d^y and night for years 
during the flower of vour >(ujtl), to a fame infinitely 
less wide-spread than a pii/e-llglili r’s and a pecu¬ 
niary ptisition which }ou might with hu less trouble 
have been born to ” 

But m the first two \cars of the (jo\ he had cstarb- 
hshed himself as a humorist with ” '1 he Bachelor’s 
Club ”, ” Ihe Old Maid’s Club ”, and ” The Big 
Bow Mystery ”, an ingenious burlesque of the 
popular detective story which w'as as exciting as the 
real tl mg , and as a new novelist of high and original 
achievement with The Children of the Ghetto ” 


3^5 



GODS OF MODERli GRUB STREET 

/ 

Just then Jerome and Robert Barr started The Idler, 
with G B Burgm as their assistant editor , a year 
later Jerome launched To-Day, and ?.ang\\ill, who, 
on the strength of his earlier books, ha^ been branded 
by the superior as a “ new humoris^,’* was among 
the notable group of }oung writersythat J K J 
collected on his two magazines Many of his short 
stones appeared in the one,* and to the other he 
contributed a causenc, “ Without Prejudice ” (which 
re-emerged in due course as a book), and his novel, 
“ The Master ”, as a serial 

” 'Phe Master ” is a sustained and revealing study 
of a single charactei- the story of a >d*ung painter, 
Matt Strang, who comes from \ova Scotia to 
London, self-centred, afire with ambition, but it is 
not till, broken by disfllusion and failure, he with¬ 
draws from the babble and da*zzle of art circles and 

4 

social swaggerings, returns to the obscuritj^ of his 
own home and subscrviatcs his hopes to his wife’s 
happiness that he finds himself and is able to do the 
great work he had dreamt of doing 'Phere is more 
of-^hc ironic, satirical Zangwill in ” The Mantle of 
Elijah ”, he places his scenes in the days of 
Palmerston, but drives home a big-mindifed gospel 
, that is as badly needed in the politics df 4iese days 
as It wus then Broser, a strong, self-confident 
political leader, rises to power by breaking his 
promises and changing his convictions as often as 
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necessary is acclaimed the saviour of his country, 
but he has a amTc, Alltgia, whose conbcicnce is not 
so accommodliting, who cannot abandon her prin¬ 
ciples whcne\^ he abandons Ins, and in the hSur of 
his triumph she lea\es him, to de\otc htisclf to 
working for tj^ cause that, m the interests of his 
career, he had !>etra\ c d * 

Nearly twenty \cars 1 attr Zangwill gave us “ Jinny 
the Carrier *\ a \cry charming stoi} of mid-Victonan 
life and character in rural J\sc\ , hut his finest, 
most memorable work in fiction has b^cn done as 
the interpreter of his own people 'I’his he is in 
“ Clufciun ^)t tlie Ghetto ”, in iTic whimsical, 
grotesc^ut, hicjatih and grimly humorous tales *of 
“ I’hc King of Schnorrtis ”, tliat glorious Hebrew 
mendicant IManasseh liuino* iJar/illai A/e\edo da 
Costa, and in the mas'rerl} little stones of light and 
shadow that m Ic up the ” (>hetlo liagcdies ” and 
” Ghettf) Comtdies” He has his unicjue plaee^n 
letters as the* novelist of London’s ^nodern Jewry 
Aldgatc, Whitcchaptl, Hoxton, Dalston, all the 
roads and inwavs, mean lanes and se]ualid squa>res 
there and thereabouts arc a world large and varied 
and crowded enough for his purposes His pride 
of race g%; as surel\ in such stones of the children 
of his fanc*^', the poor of the Ghetto, tlniir pro¬ 
foundly simple put), their patieneo, self-sacrifice, 
humble endurance, human kindness, as in his subtle 
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studies of those real, yet scarcely ^ore real in 
sedTiing, “ Dreamers ot the Glirtto ’ , Heme, 
I^asallc, Spinoza, and other such seer and prophets 
of lltt(.r-da\ Israel Hut he is tc|i much of an 
artist to burke anvthing ol the tiu h, and dealing 
with his ov\n people, actual or imagynarv, he shows 
them starkly as they are, then vices as well as their 
virtues, their avarice, meanness, lupocrisKS, as well 
as their generosity and lovaltie^s He is steeped in 
the Jewish tradition, and fills in the atmosphere and 
intimate ele^lail ot his pieluns with most meticulous 
realism , he is readv enough to ridicule obsolete 
racial bigotries and ancient customs that haVe lost 
their meaning, but is seiisilivelv leverent to the 
beauty and mystic significance of all old ccicmonies 
and practiecs that stiH emboeiy the essential spirit 
ot the faith * 

Nowhere has the s*oul of the London Jew' (and 
the nth Jew who lives m the West has not been 
overlooked) bt>.n more sympathetically or impartially 
unveiled than m Zangwill’s novel and tales of the 
Ghetto Ills tragedies are touched with comedy, 
bis comedies with tragedy , if I were limited to 
three ot liis short stones, 1 would name “ They that 
hit in Daikness ”, ” 1 ransitional ” and “To Die 
in Jerusalem ”, for their delicate *rt and simple 
directness of narrative, among the greatest in the 
language 
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How plays Zangwill has written altogether 

I do not know , hut he began in 1892 with “ Si\ 
Persons ”, a (fcnicdy, and in the last decade or so 
has written moie pla\s tinn storus ” \?cu*ly 
Mary Ann ”, aitale ot a quaint little lodging-house 
sLnc}, came ijAi first as a short novel, (hen was 
adapted to the stage and had a pop^ilar success m 
both foims He driniatiscnl “ (‘hildreii of the 
Ghetto ” , and ” Jinn) the Caiiiei ” was a domestic 
drama before it was a novel lUit his bigger work 
in this kind is “ 'Fhe Melting Pot ”, ” '1 he War 
God”, “The Ne\t Religion”, “The hnu'ing 
Housef” and-*” The Cockpit ” Pach ot them is in- 
spiied with a high and sciious puipose 'The first 
IS a moving pka lor lace-liLsion the Jews art not 
a nation but a race , tluv bce*ornc absorbed into the 

nation where thev m«fke their home, and you are 

% ^ 

shown how Da.id Quixano, in America, ” (tocI’s 
crucible, where all the races ot 1 urope are meltmg 
and rt-lorming,” is moulded into a jifitnotic Ameri¬ 
can with a passionate ideal of fieedorn ” The War 
God ”, With Its appeal for international goodwwll 
and Its scathing indictment of the crime and folly 
of war IS a prophetic commentary on much that has 
befallen the world since 1912 , ” The horcing 

House ” IS a tragi-eomedy of revolution, wkich has 
its pa**allel in Bolshevnk Russia , ” I he Cockpit ” 
IS the tragi-comedy, edged at times with bitterest 
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satire, of the restoration of a Queen \»'ho, bent or 
ruling by love, is thwarted and bro^'|»ht to disaster 
by her ministers, who have a fai^ily likeness to 
ministers e\erywhere “ The War C^od " (1911) was 
recognised as the noblest, most ii^^ipressive drama 
that had been seen on the London i'^age for years 
If Zangw^ll s road has sometimes been difficult 
one reason is that he has nevVr gone with the crowd, 
never been afraid to go against the view of the 
majority Moic than once lie has got himself into 
trouble through championing unpopular causes 
When it needed courage to come out openly in favour 
of Woman’s Suffrage, he supported it in the press 
and on the platform , toi he is as wittv and can be 
as devastating with his tongue as w^ith his pen And 
with all these activities he has found time to do a 
lot ot spade work as President of the International 
Jewish Territorial ()rganisation, which aims at 
tjjtablishing Jewish Colonies wherever land can be 
found tor them, and time to give practical service 
m Leagues and Committees that are doing what is 
possible to build up the peace and universal brother¬ 
hood that politicians are too busy to do more than 
talk about From which vou may take it that he 
docs not put all his sympathies into the printed page, 
does n^t write one way and live another, but that 
his books and his life arc of a piece, and if you know 
them you know' him 
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